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NOTE 

This play is founded on a short story toriiten 
by Mrs. W. K. Clifford in 1892. 



Dramatis Personae 

Henri Carbouche . . A celebrated French Painter, 

M. Berton , , . , a retired Professor, 

VicoMTE DE CouRViLLE Friend of Cakbov CHE. 

Gaston Viguet . . A Student, 

Lord Harlekston . . An English Nobleman, 

Charles Servant to Carbouche. 

M. Blanc .... Secretary, 

M. GUISET. 

Lord Robert Barkstone, &c., &c. 

Lady Harlekston . . Stepmother ofLoKDKARLEKSTOv. 
Mrs. Stansfield . . A fTido^w. 
Madame Berton . . IVife of M. Berton. 
Gabrielle .... Their daughter. 
Marquise de Br^mont. 

COMTESSE BeNZONI. 

SuzETTE Maid to Lady Harlekston. 

Marie Bonne to Madame Berton. 

&c., &c. 




ACT I. 

THE HOUSEHOLD AT ST.-GERMAIN-EN-LAYE. 

Scene : Sitting-room in M. Berton's house at St, Ger- 
main, <with French ivindoiv leading into garden. 

Time : Monday afternoon, 

ACT II. 

THE FIRST SITTING. 

Scene : Carbouche^s studio near the Pare Monceau, 
Time : Tuesday morning, 

ACT III. 

THE LAST SITTING. 

Scene : Same as Act II. 

Time : About one o'clock P,M., Thursday, 

ACT IV. 



THE VICOMTE*S PARTY. 
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Scene : Salon and Winter-Garden in Carbouche's house. 
Time : Thursday evening. 
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THE HOUSEHOLD AT ST. GERMAIN 
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ACT I 

THE HOUSEHOLD AT ST. GERMAIN 

Time. — Monday afternoon. 

Scene. — A sitting-room at St. Germain-en-Laye 
in evidently rather a small house. Simply 
furnished. Facing stage is a wide-open French 
window showing a garden with flowers stretch- 
ing away to the right. To the left can be seen a 
glimpse of country and {not absolutely necessary) 
a detached house and forest beyond. 

Mme. Berton, an Englishwoman of 40, stands 
sewing a bit of lace, about the middle of the 
room. Near fireplace is M. Berton, smoking 
a cigarette. He is about JO and a Frenchman. 
A pace or two out in the garden stands their 
daughter Gabrielle {about ig)^ shading her 
eyes with her hands. 
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Madame B. It is time they came back. [^Look- 
ing out into garden] 

M. Berton. They '11 come soon — we shall hear 
them. At what time is your friend to arrive, my 
dear Emily? 

Madame B. At about five, it is nearly that now. 
It is extraordinary that we should not have met 
since her marriage — twelve years ago — and that 
you have never seen her. I fear she has been very 
unhappy ; luckily, she is a widow. 

M. Berton. [Amused] Ah ! That is lucky. 
[Smokes for a minute] Then you, my dear Emily, 
have been the happier of the two ; though you did 
not marry one of your own countrymen, you have 
been content? 

Madame B. More than content. We have not 
been rich — 

M. Berton. But we have had enough. After 
a certain point nothing is so much overrated as 
money. Enough to eat and to drink, for a man 
to smoke, and for a woman to wear — more only 
helps the one to cultivate his vices, and the other 
to let her vanities run to seed. 

Gabrielle. [Advancing into the room] How can 
that be, my father the dreamer? [Evidently she is 
devoted to him] 
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M. Berton. Ah, little one ! \Shwly pulls out 
another cigarette] I will tell you. If you had a 
rich lover, instead of a poor one like Gaston — 

Madame B. She has a rich lover — or can have 
if she likes. 

Gabrielle. She prefers her poor one, dear 
mother. [^Gaily] 

M. Berton. •[ With sly humour] In France this 
is a matter in which the mother usually assumes 
direction. 

Gabrielle. [^Caressing her fathet^s hand] But 
I am half English, — and in England it is different. 
Besides, you said that as soon as there was any 
chance for the future we should be betrothed. We 
are only waiting — for the things that are certain to 
come. 

Madame B. Lovers and the future make many 
promises — 

Gabrielle. And my lover, and my future will 
keep them. [7i? her father] But if I had a rich 
lover instead of a poor one like Gaston ? 

M. Berton. Then instead of bringing you flowers, 
he would give you diamonds. 

Gabrielle. Some day he will. 

Madame B. The Vicomte de Courville would give 
them to her now. 
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M. Berton. \^Evidently amusfd] The simple 
bouquet reminds her of the world's beauty; she 
thanks the good God who made it and — 

Madame B. But God made the diamonds too ! 

M. Berton. I doubt it — they come from the 
darkness ; perhaps they are flowers from the devil's 
garden. [71? Gabrielle] I am glad that Gaston 
is poor, my child. If he were rich it might not 
be his ambition to do good work — 

Gabrielle. Carbouche is rich, yet he goes on 
painting pictures; and he was a poor student 
once. 

M. Berton. Yes^ and here at St. Germain-en- 
Laye ! [^Going towards window] I seldom look 
out tow?irds the Pavilion Rouge without remember- 
ing that he used to live there twenty years ago — 
dreaming of the future, and haunting the forest of 
Marly. Old Quiblier used to think that a beautiful 
demoiselle who was also staying in the pension 
was in love with Carbouche ; but that was only a 
fairy story. [He turns from window ^ smokes for a 
moment in silence] Poor old Quiblier! It must 
be two years since he died — ten years since his 
wife died. The Pavilion Rouge is a school, and 
Carbouche a great painter whose pictures are 
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worth millions of francs, — and yet he shuts himself 
up in his palace in the Pare Monceau and is 
miserable. 

Gabrielle. How do you know? 

M. Berton. My daughter ! he always sees the 
worst side of human nature, and the tragedy in 
everything he paints. But let us go to the creeper 
for half an hour [^atVy], October is the month 
for it. When your mother's friend is here she will 
call us. 

Madame B. [^Afecfionafe/y'] Yes, my dears, I 
will call you. 

M. Berton and Gabrielle go toward the 
garden. M. Berton turns back into 
the room again, Gabrielle disappears, 

M. Berton. You must not think that I do not 
appreciate M. de Courville, he is a most agreeable 
gentleman, but Gabrielle is in the spring-tide of' 
life — 

Madame B. He is only forty. It is young for a 
man. 

M. Berton. \^GaUantly\ And for some women. 
\Kisses her hand] 

Madame B. And he is devoted to her. Why, he 
has been here four times lately. 
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M. Berton. You forget that he has property here. 
Besides, botany is one of his favourite studies, and 
he is looking forward to the publication of the lec- 
tures I delivered last year. 

Madame B. [Fatting his shoulder] Go away to 

your garden. 

[Exit M. Berton 

Madame B. [Alone"] There is the door- bell — 
she has come ! 

Enter Gaston Viguet, handsome^ youngs French 

and light-hearted, 

Madame B. Ah, Gaston ! 

Gaston. [Who seems pleasantly excited] Ma- 
dame ! [Kisses her hand] You are quite well? 
— and Monsieur — and Mademoiselle ? 

Madame B. Yes — yes. They are in the garden. 
[Reluctantly] You shall go to them. 

Gaston. But first I must tell you my news. 
To-day I met Charles, son of old Michel, who 
followed us to Rouen. He is living in Paris as 
servant to — 

Madame B. Yes — yes? 

Gaston. As servant to Carbouche — 

Madame B. [Astonished] To Carbouche ! 
Where ? 
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Gaston. At his wonderful house near the Pare 
Monceau. Carbouche is away and does not return 
till to-morrow afternoon — and — Ah ! 

Enter Marie. 

Marie. Mrs. Stans — field. 
Gaston. I will leave you. 

\Exit quickly through the window to the 
garden 

Enter Mrs. Stansfield, about jj, bright and 
fascinating^ quietly but elegantly dressed. 

Madame B. At last ! [ They embrace"] 

Mrs. S. My dear Emily 1 

Madame B. Let me look at you. [^They stand 
looking at each other] 

Mrs. S. I should have known you anywhere — 
and in spite of twenty years of matrimony with a 
Frenchman, I declare you look English. 

Madame B. I am English — very English still. 

Mrs. S. You must speak the most beautiful 
French. Mine is a little perplexing — But where 
is M. Berton? 

Madame B. He will be here directly. \They 
sit down] 
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Mrs. S. And now tell me about yourself. It's 
impossible to correspond when there is a sea be- 
tween you. Have you been happy all these 
years ? 

Madame B. Yes, indeed; my husband is an 
angel. 

Mrs. S. That I should say is a drawback. And 
Gabrielle ? She must be grown up. 

Madame B. Oh, yes; she is in the garden. 
[Looking towards it] With her father, and a 
would-be lover. 

Mrs. S. a good marriage ? 

Madame B. It can't be a marriage at all for 
years. His family ruined itself and went to live 
near Rouen. He is studying art, and living in the 
Quartier Latin on three francs a day. 

Mrs, S. Is he clever? 

Madame B. Oh, yes, but everybody is clever 
now. 

Mrs. S. That's true. And when the crowd 
stands so high only a rocket can be seen. 

Madame B. I want her to make a brilliant 
marriage. 

Mrs. S. Mothers are full of worldly wisdom. 

Madame B. There is a French nobleman, twenty 
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years older than she is, but charming. She won*t 

look at him. 

• Mrs. S. What a dear child ! Who is he ? 

Madame B. The Vicomte de Courville — 

Mrs. S. De Courville? Why, I met him last 
night ! A man of charming manners, a certain age, 
and obviously many recollections. Don't let her 
marry any one she does n't love, Emily. I did, and 
know what it means. 

Madame B. I fear you had a world of trouble. 

Mrs. S. Oh, yes. [^WifA a sigh'\ But things 
are better; one travels quickly nowadays, through 
events as well as places. 

Madame B. Was your husband unkind to you ? 

Mrs. S. My dear, he delighted in — variety. 
He ruined himself at last, and died as a pathetic 
apology to his creditors. 

Enter Marie. She puts cloth on little tea-table. 
Goes in and out of room once or twice arrange 
ing tea, etc. 

Madame B. And then? 

Mrs. S. Then ! [A shrug'] There are so 
many odd women over thirty and without money ! 
At last I got a post as secretary-companion to the 
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widow of old Lord Harlekston. The present Lord 
Harlekston — who is only a year or two older than 
she is, and always taken for her husband when we 
travel — is her stepson. 

Madame B. One moment, dear. 

Marie has entered with cake and bread-and-butter^ 
etc, Mme. Berton rises and helps her to 
arrange the tea-table. Mrs. Stansfield gets up 
and stands by the window, 

Mrs. S. \From window"] Really your garden 
is quite beautiful. 

Marie. [^Aside to Madame Berton] Just now 
Madame, the post arrived. 

Madame B. Are there some letters? 

Marie. No, Madame, — but — it brought me a 
newspaper from my mother. Some day Monsieur 
Gaston must also go to the border of the Ranee, 
and make a picture of the little house in which she 
lives — 

Madame B. [^Impatiently'] You can tell me later. 

Marie. [Apologetically] Madame has all she 
desires? [Mme. Berton nods] 

[Exit Marie 

Mrs. S. They are coming. Your girl is very 
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graceful^ and even at this distance I can see that 
your husband looks most distinguished — as if he 
belonged to the old nobility. 

Madame B. [^ smile lighting up her face'\ He 
does — to the oldest; its patent was created in 
Eden. 

Mrs. S. \Half laughing'] Ah ! There is more 
romance in wives than in mothers. 

Enter Gabrielle, M. Berton, and Gaston. 

Madame B. Dear Louis, this is my old friend. 

M. Berton. Madame. [Bowing] Your coming 
is a great pleasure to us. 

Mrs. S. It 's delightful to feel so welcome. — And 
this is Gabrielle? [Embraces her] Dear child, I 
am charmed to see you. [Turning to Gaston] 
And you, Monsieur, I have been told about you. 

Gaston. [Looking gratefully at Madame Berton] 
I am most honoured. 

Madame B. [Busy at the tea-table] Gabrielle ! 
[Gives Gabrielle a cup which she hands to Mrs. 
Stansfield] 

M. Berton. [Genial and happy , sitting down be- 
side Mrs. Stansfield] I hope your visit to Paris 
is to be a long one ? 
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Mrs. S. Three or four days only — alas ! 

Madame B. She has come with Lord and Lady 
Harlekston. [71? Mrs. S.] Are they agreeable? 
Do you like them? 

Mrs. S. They have their moments of fascination. 

Madame B. But Lady Harlekston ? 

Mrs. S. She interests me. I think she has a 
history — not a Past, she is not that sort of woman. 
She appears to have everything she desires, and yet 
— and yet — perhaps, after all, she has missed the 
bull's-eye of life [with a sigli] ; most women do, 
some deliberately and some by chance. But this is 
a mere guess on my part. 

Madame B. How old is she ? 

Mrs. S. Oh, she is in the upper thirties, but 
beautiful still. She looks like a Frenchwoman ; her 
mother was French, and her father English. 

[In the distance the sound of singing is 
heard. They start and hurry to the 
window 

Gabrielle. The vintage song ! [To Mrs. S.] 
Those are the vintage hands. [Looking towards 
distance"] 

Mrs. S. But this is not a vintage country? 

Madame B. The old Vicomte de Courville, the 
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uncle of the present man, planted out some of his 
land in vineyards, and this song is an old custom. 

Mrs. S. But that is not a vintage song. I know it 
— oh, what is it ? 

Gabrielle. \Eagerly\ It 's the music that Marie 
Antoinette made to the words of an old French 
poet.^ She loved the Forest of Marly. Perhaps 
they thought of her once as they passed by its edge, 
and now every year they sing it. 

\The song dies away. They come back 
into the room. Gaston is whispering 
to Gabrielle 
Mrs. S. \Thoughtfully'\ Lady Harlekston must 
have heard of it. 

Enter Marie. 

Marie. Monsieur le Vicomte de Courville. 

\Exit 
Gaston. \Aside'\ Again ! 

Enter the Vicomte de Courville. He is middle- 
aged^ a little made-up-looking^ but elegant in 
manner and appearance. He constantly watches 
Gabrielle during his visit. He is confident^ 
gay, cynicaly agreeable. 

1 Chanson de Florian. 
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M. Berton. [Shaking hands'] Ah ! My dear 
Monsieur ! 

VicoMTE. Madame [bowing] — and Mademoiselle. 
Why, this is Mrs. Stansfield, whom I have had the 
honour of meeting already. 

Mrs. S. How do you do, Monsieur? 

M. Berton. You have met before? 

Gaston. [Aside to Gabrielle] Let us escape to 
the garden — 

Gabrielle. Not yet ; my mother will be angry. 

Vicx)MTE. [To Gabrielle] Mademoiselle, the 
roses that I had the happiness to receive from your 
hands still give me delight. 

Gaston. [Aside to Gabrielle] From your 
hands ? 

Gabrielle. It is my mother to whom you should 
pay this compliment. Monsieur, for it was she who 
told me to offer them to you. 

VicoMTE. You are always kind to me, Madame. 
[Bowing, then, with a side look at Gabrielle, he goes 
towards Mrs. S.] 

Gaston. [To Gabrielle] I hate him! Let 
us go — 

VicoMTE. [To Mrs. Stansfield] Miladi Harlek- 
ston is well ? 
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Madame B. You know her too, Monsieur? 

VicoMTE. A little — a very little. 

Mrs. S. She is quite well. 

VicoMTE. And still bent on having her portrait 
painted by Carbouche? \General surprise^ 

Mrs. S. Yes, indeed — Lord Harlekston has 
written to him. 

Gaston. \_Standing with Gabrielle by the win- 
dow\ By Carbouche ! 

Madame B. But he has never painted a woman ! 

Vicomte. And never will. 

Gabrielle. She must have courage, this Lady 
Harlekston. 

Gaston. It is worth while having courage if it 
will help her to see Carbouche. 

Vicomte. He is a difficult person to see, and 
usually not a pleasant one — especially to your sex. 

Mrs. S. Nevertheless, Lady Harlekston will have 
her way. 

Vicomte. I venture to doubt it, Madame; and 
if she succeeds, the result may be a tragedy, or a 
comedy — which, will depend on the point of view 
of the person who looks at it. 

M. Berton. You are right. Monsieur. I saw his 
portrait of M. Philip la Tour two years ago. 
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VicoMTE. Till that was painted, people took La 
Tour to be generous and genial ; Carbouche showed 
that he was merely pleasure-loving and weak. But 
the worst case was Rossa, the great banker — 

Gaston. It was wonderful — 

VicoATTE. It was magnificent ! But it stripped 
him to the soul. People had believed in Rossa, 
risked their every sou at his bidding, grovelled to 
him, and put themselves at his mercy. 

Mrs. S. But why? 

VicOMTE. Madame, he was tall and handsome, 
had a dominant manner, drove the best horses in 
Paris, and was separated from his wife; these 
things tell, — especially with your sex. He paid 
Carbouche half a million of francs to paint him, 
and Carbouche laid bare every crafty quality of the 
financier's soul, and yet so blinded him with the 
glamour of genius that he allowed the picture to go 
to the Salon, People crowded round it aghast, 
then hurried away to get back their money. [A 
cynical laugK^ Two months ago Rossa's horses 
were sold to a circus. And Madame la Comtesse 
would brave that awful confessional, Carbouche's 
studio ! 

Mrs. S. What does he look like ? 
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VicoMTE. As if he were forced to know some 
things of which he would rather be ignorant, and 
to remember others he would do better to forget. 
He can't be much more than forty — 

Gabrielle. Forty ! 

VicoMTE. It is the prime of life — 

Gaston. Oh! 

VicoMTE. Yes, I assure you. Monsieur \bowing 
to Gaston], an age at which some men are boys, 
and others old. Life is not measured by its years, 
nor the world by its spaces. Men and women 
meet disappointments of fortune — or the opposite 
sex — differently. A woman tries little aids to her 
beauty, and contrives to let you know that she is 
still young. A man becomes cynical, and poses 
as being old. Carbouche does, — and spends the 
dull years, he imagines to be husks, creating im- 
mortality in a bare studio in Paris. 

Gabrielle. I would rather enter that studio than 
be a guest in a king's palace. 

VicOMTE. You, Mademoiselle? 

Gabrielle. Yes, indeed. Monsieur. 

VicoMTE. It shall be done, Mademoiselle. Car- 
bouche shall be told. 

Gaston. Pardon, Monsieur le Vicomte — 
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VicoMTE. He shall be told immediately, Made- 
moiselle. 

Gaston. Do not concern yourself, Monsieur ; your 
kindness is overwhelming, but Mademoiselle can 
wait — 

VicoMTE. There shall be no occasion to wait, 
Monsieur. 

Gaston. Pardon, Monsieur, but — 

Madame B. \Hurriedly, to prevent a quarref] 
My dear Gaston, be still — Carbouche and his pic- 
tures are nothing to us. \Turmng to Mrs. Stans- 
FiELD, who rises] You are not going? 

Mrs. S. It is time I departed, dear friends. 

Madame B. But this is such a short visit. 

Mrs. S. \Drawing on her gloves] I wish I could 
stay longer. 

Gaston. \Astde to M. Berton] Monsieur, may 
we return to the creeper? 

M. Berton. [Speaking to Gabrielle and Gaston 
as if the idea were his own] My children, go and 
continue your botanical studies — and your exchange 
of important information. Our friends will excuse 
you. 

Gabrielle. [To Mrs. S.J Au revoir, dear Ma- 
dame. [7<? /^<f Vicomte] Monsieur! [^Purtsies] 
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Madame B. ^Apologetically to the Vicomte] There 
is a great deal to be done to a garden. 

Vicomte. Yes, Madame \bowing\y and a great 
deal to be done in it. 

Mrs. S. There must be 1 — all sorts of things. 

Vicomte. \A5ide'\ This is a clever woman ! 
\Alou({\ Madame, I am also returning to Paris; 
could I be of any service ? 

Enter Marie, announcing. 

Marie. Miladi Har-lek-ston. {General surpri5e'\ 

Enter Lady Harlekston. She is tally grave j 
haughty and fascinating ; about 37* Gaston 
and Gabrielle stand unnoticed looking in at 
the room, so as to contribute to the scene, then 
silently disappear. Lady H. takes the centre 
of the stage. 

Lady H. Madame Berton ? \Shakes hands'] 

Madame B. How do you do? 

Mrs S. This is a great surprise. 

Lady H. I came to fetch you. [To Madame B.] 
Mrs. Stansfield has talked of you so often that I felt 
I might venture — \_ToM. Berton] This is Mon- 
sieur Berton ? 
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M. Berton. How do you do, Madame ? [ Who 
has come forward] We are honoured by your visit. 

Lady H. You are very kind. Monsieur. I 
studied your works years ago, and gained a great 
deal from them. [To the Vicomte] Monsieur de 
Courville — this is unexpected. But of course, your 
chiteau is here. 

Vicomte. I am flattered that you should remem- 
ber it, Madame. But I came to see my friends, 
Monsieur and Madame Berton — and their charming 
daughter. 

Lady H. I feel sure she is charming. \^To Mme. 
Berton] Is she not here? 

Madame B. She is in the garden. [^Looks at 
her husband] Could she not be told ? 

Lady H. [ Who has been looking out towards the 
garden. To M. Berton] Perhaps you would show 
me the garden, then I should see your daughter 
there. But it is late and we must go directly. 

Mrs. S. It is so surprising, your coming to St. 
Germain. 

Lady H. I wanted to see it. \Looks out towards 
the distance] 

M. Berton. You have been here before, Madame ? 

Lady H. Oh, yes, Monsieur ; St. Germain is one 
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of those places to which we have all been before. 
It is like Richmond, or the Engadine. [Looking 
towards the window again\ How beautiful it is, 
and the Pavilion Rouge — 

M. Berton. You know that too, Madame? 

Lady H. \Coldly\ All the world knows it, Mon- 
sieur. A famous man lived there in his youth. [ To 
the VicOMTE, hurriedly y as if to change the conversa- 
tion"] Monsieur de Courville, are you going back 
to Paris? 

VicoMTE. Immediately, Madame. I had just of- 
fered Mrs. Stansfield my services. 

Lady H. I can drive you both. 

VicoMTE. That would be delightful. [He and 
Lady H. talk together"] 

Madame B. [To Mrs. S.] This visit is a very 
short one after so long a parting. You will come 
again, dear Fanny? 

M. Berton. Let me entreat you too, Madame. 

Mrs. S. I fear it will be impossible ; it depends on 
Lady Harlekston. 

[Lady Harlekston, who has been speak- 
ing aside to the Vicomte, turns to 
Madame Berton 

Lady H. Perhaps you and your daughter would 

3 
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pay a little visit to Paris. [7%^ Vioomte looks 
eager] 

Madame B. [Evidently flattered] Gabrielle has 
not been to Paris for three years. 

Lady H. Then won't you bring her — and 
Monsieur also? [Turning to M. Berton] Lord 
Harlekston would be delighted to make your ac- 
quaintance. 

M. Berton. I am honoured, Madame, but — it is 
impossible. 

Lady H. At any rate, Madame and Mademoiselle 
will come? 

Mrs. S. Yes, yes, dear Fanny. 

Madame B. Gabrielle will be enchanted. 

Lady H. I am gUd ! [To Ul. Berton] And 
now may we see the garden? 

M. Berton. I shall be proud to conduct you, 
Madame. 

[Exeunt Lady Harlekston, Mrs. Stans- 
FiELD, and M. Berton. Madame 
Berton is about to follow when the 
VicOMTE with a sigfi keeps her back and 
they are thus left alone on the stage 

VicOMTE. [Quickly] Madame, if Mademoiselle 
really wishes to see Carbouche's studio, I think I 
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might obtain his permission to conduct you there. 
I know him a little. 

Madame B. [Astonished'] Monsieur 1 But why 
did n't you say so just now ? 

VicoMTE. Because my interest in M. Gaston is 
not sufficient to include him in the party. I am 
not sure that I shall be able to persuade Carbouche 
even for you. 

Madame B. It would be too wonderful to go there. 

VicoMTE. Then it shall be done if it is possi- 
ble. You know what «iy feelings are towards 
Mademoiselle, and that I only live in the hope of 
making them known to her. It might be as well to 
keep this possible adventure to ourselves till we 
return. If I did not succeed in persuading Car- 
bouche, I should be humiliated at my failure being 
known. 

Madame B. I will be silent, Monsieur, but it 
must be soon if it is to be done when we visit Lady 
Harlekston. 

VicoMTE. Let me see. To-day is Monday — ^would 
Thursday — ? 

Re-enter Lady Harlekston, M. Berton, and 

Mrs. Stansfield. 
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Madame B. \^To the Vicomte] Perfectly. [Tb 
Lady H.] But you have not seen the garden abeady, 
Lady Harlekston ? 

Lady H. It is later than I thought. There is np 
time — and the charming daughter is not there. 

Madame B. Not there ? 

M. Berton. I saw them go through the little gate 
and along the road towards Marly. 

Lady H. \Repeats as if to herself\ Along the 
road towards Marly. \Then, inquiringly] They? 

Vicomte. M. Gaston Viguet, a student full of en- 
terprise, is with Mademoiselle. 

M. Berton. A student, M. le Vicomte, to whom 
we are all much attached. 

Vicomte. He is most fortunate. 

Lady H. \Aside'] St. Germain — Marly — a 
student — and the Vicomte in the background! 
[Pause] How strange it is ! 

M. Berton. [^Hearing the last words] What is 
strange, Madame? 

Lady H. The worlds Monsieur. Perhaps it is 
growing old and garrulous, for it tells the same 
stories over and over again. \To Madame B.] 
What day will you come to us? 

Madame B. Would Thursday — ? 
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Lady H. Thursday will do excellently. [^To the 
Vicomte] Madame Berton and her daughter are 
your friends — you must help us to entertain them. 
\To M. Berton, shaking hands] Good-bye, Mon- 
sieur. I shall read your works with redoubled inter- 
est in the future. 

M. Berton. I am honoured, Madame [bowing] . 
We will conduct you to your carriage. 

\Exgunt omnes 

Enter Gabrielle and Gaston. They stand just 
outside the window taking leave of each other. 

Gaston. Send me a letter to-morrow. 

Gabrielle. Must you go back so soon? 

Gastc^n. There is work to do. I want to hurry 
up the fates — and fortune. Why is it that your 
mother will not believe in me ? 

Gabrielle. She does, but she is ambitious for 
those she loves. 

Gaston. As I am for you. I will be famous, be- 
loved — never doubt it. 

Gabrielle. I could n't doubt it. 

Gaston. Ah ! ah 1 — there goes the carriage. 

Gabrielle. [On tip-toe] Mrs. Stansfield, Miladi 
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Harlekston, and the Vicomte. They are evidently 
driving him back to Paris. 

Gaston. I wish they would drive him to the end 
of the world and drop him neatly over its edge. 
Wednesday, then, — only the day after to-morrow. 
Au revoir. 

\^He steps into the room and towards the 
door. Exit Gabrielle by the win- 
dow; she disappears in the garden, 
M. Berton comes from the Z., passes 
the window without entering the room^ 
evidently to join Gabrielle. Enter 
Madame Berton by the door. 
Madame B. Ah, Gaston, you are going? 
Gaston. May I speak to you for a moment, 
Madame ? 

Madame B. Why, certainly. 
Gaston. What have I done lately to lose your 
good opinion ? 

Madame B. You have not lost it. 
Gaston. Let us be frank, Madame. Why is it 
that you encourage the attentions of M. de Cour- 
ville ? 

Madame B. \^Quickly'\ Yes, let us be frank, 
Gaston. I like you ; you are good, clever, hand- 
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some. But goodness does not win the great prizes 
of the world, and there is so much cleverness. You 
are poor — 

Gaston. But my family is old. 

Madame B. We don't dine on our ancestors. I 
want to see my child rich and powerful, the wife of 
a great man. M. de Courville could give her so 
much. 

Gaston. Some day I will give her more. I adore 
her, and will grow famous for her sake. 

Madame B. [^IVtfh a kindly smile] This is only 
one of the dreams that wait on youth. Why should 
you grow more famous than any twenty of your fellow- 
students? Why should you succeed more, for in- 
stance, than — than a strange old man in a shabby 
coat who was wandering on the banks of the Ranee 
last year, probably in the hope of making a few 
francs by his painting? 

Enter Marie. She collects the cups and saucers. 

Perhaps he had dreams once, as you have now, 
and he is — what you may possibly be in the future. 

Marie. Now may I show Madame the journal 
which came for me this afternoon ? [Fulling a news- 
paper from her pocket] It would interest M. Gaston 
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as well. You remember the painter^ Madame, who 

made a picture of my mother's house last year? 

[^IVAiU she speaks M. Berton and Ga- 

BRiELLE come to the window behind 

them. 

Madame B. I was just speaking of him, Marie. 

Gaston. — And saying that one day I should be 
what he is. 

Marie. \^ Joyfully] Yes, yes, Monsieur, you will ! 
We thought he was poor — a beggar-man ! 

Gaston. And what was he — a prince in disguise ? 

Marie. Better than a prince, Monsieur ! [Joy- 
fully'] There is a little copy with the pen of the 
picture he made. [^Opens newspaper] Only think, 
Madame, the painter we took to be almost a beggar 

was — Carbouche ! 

Madame B. Carbouche 1 

[Gabrielle gives a cry for joy and takes 
a step forward 
Gaston. The greatest painter in France I And 
to-morrow I shall see his studio. 

Curtain, 
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Time. — Tuesday morning. 

Scene. — The studio of Henri Carbouche near 
The Pare Monceau, Paris. It is large, rather 
desolate-lookingy with dark, bare walls, and 
high ceilings. Door facing stage, on L,, show- 
ing staircase when open. Facing stage also, 
but more towards the side, there are dark, 
wainscotted walls and a door on R. that is 
hardly noticeable. On that side ' is a large 
fireplace, fire in it, basket of wood in comer. 
On each side of fireplace, but coming well into 
the room, a gaunt wooden armchair. Near 
them a round table, on which is a small tray 
with a heap of letters and cards on it. On 
the mantelpiece there are more cards, etc, and a 
bronze vase (not very large). Facing fire- 
plcu:e there is a high light {as usual in 
painters^ studios) ; below it on the ground a 
. movable platform of the sort to be seen in 
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portrait-painters^ studios; near it a chair^ 
with a carved back and posts rising from it. 
There are one or two empty easels about the 
roomy some canvases resting on the ground 
with their faces turned to the wail, a little 
oldfashioned bureau for colours, some palettes, 
brushes, etc., and odd bits of furniture, but there 
must be an effect of bareness and gauntness, 
\JVhen the curtain rises Gaston and 
Charles are discovered 

Charles. \The servant, anxious and hurried^ 
Monsieur, I implore you to go. 

Gaston. Are you sure you cannot tell him? 

Charles. Impossible, Monsieur, he would never 
forgive me. 

Gaston. But the houses of great men are often 
shown in their absence — I wonder where he 
studied? 

Charles. No one knows that. Monsieur. Once 
an old man from St. Germain came, and said that 
twenty years ago, when the master was young, he 
used to paint in the forest of Marly — 

Gaston. I know ! \Almost aside"] I always feel 
as if, long miles off, I were following in his footsteps 
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— re-living his life. [^Turning to Charles] I must 
see him ! 

Charles. Impossible, Monsieur ! You do not 
know what he is. 

Gaston. Are even his servants afraid of him ? 

[ While he is speaking Charles looks about 
the studio and makes business 

Charles. Oh, yes, Monsieur — Don't think that 
I complain, for if we do our work well he is just, 
but if anything is ill-done, he is so fierce that it is 
never wrong again. 

Gaston. He is right; it is such men who 
keep the world from slipping into the quicksands. 
\L,ooks round\ 

Charles. You should see the great salon, and 
all the others. Monsieur. But they are shut. 
\Tums his head quickly and listens'^ 

Gaston. [Eagerly] If it is he, I will explain — 

Charles. He often enters with a little key, and 
so softly we do not know that he is in the house. 
[Returns down stage reassured] 

Gaston. Has he no friends? 

Charles. Sometimes M. le Vicomte de Courville 
pays him a Httle visit — 

Gaston. M. de Courville ? Does he come here ? 
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Charles. Oh, but not often — Monsieur, I im- 
plore you to go. 

Gaston. I wilL \_Going a step towards door^ 
turns back'\ Tell me of your parents; are they 
well? 

Charles. They are well, and often speak of the 
days when Monsieur, your father, was rich — 

Gaston. And now we are poor — ruined — a 
sorry lot, Charles. 

Carbouche enters from the door on R. and stands 
unseen by them. His manner is almost re- 
pelling. He looks picturesque in his old brown 
painting-clothes. 

Charles. Ah, Monsieur, but some day you will 
be famous — 

[Carbouche gives a grunt, and Charles 
stops in dismay. 
Gaston. Monsieur 1 Master ! [Bows low"] 
Charles. [Trembling'] Oh, Monsieur! Mon- 
sieur ! 

Carbouche. [To Gaston. Looking sternly from 
one to the other"] And who are you ? 

Gaston. Master, I implore your pardon. I am a 
* 
student as you were once. 
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Carbouche. What then? 

Gaston. I worship your work, and have longed 
to see the place in which it was done. 

Carbouche. It would be better to do your own. 

Gaston. Charles said it was impossible that you 
would see me^ so at last — 

Carbouche. You bribed him to let you in ! 

Charles. [^Indignantly^ No, no, Monsieur; I 
would not be so base. I did not do it for money 
but, for gratitude — 

Carbouche./ Gratitude ! 

Charles. And for love of M. Gaston, whose 
father my father served — 

Carbouche. Silence! [To Gaston] Then my 
servant's love and your own curiosity made you 
enter my house thus. I compliment you. [To 
Charles] There is a train to Rouen at 6.30 ; it will 
take you back to your family this evening. [To 
Gaston, bowing ironically] Monsieur, I have the 
honour to point out the doorway. [They hesitate] 
Go! 

[Charles goes limply towards the door ; 
as he passes Gaston he says aside 

Charles. He never forgives. 

[Exit Charles 
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Carbouche. [Harshly to Gaston, who hesitates\ 
Will you have the goodness to go? 

Gaston. \Facing him courageously^ Let me 
speak — the fault was entirely mine. My desire to 
see your studio made me forget — 

Carbouche. That you could have tried the front 
staircase before you took the back one. 

Gaston. You have the reputation of being very 
stem — 

Carbouche. [ With a grunt"] It is necessary. 

Gaston. [^Gathering courage] Master, all France 
is proud of you, I am a student and ambitious — 

Carbouche. Are you poor? 

Gaston. Yes ; but that is not all. At St. Germain- 
en- Laye — 

Carbouche. [^Quickly] You live there? 

Gaston. No, Master, in Paris. And I work at 
Leber's studio — 

Carbouche. Then what have you to do with St. 
Germain ? 

Gaston. An old man lives there — 

Carbouche. What is his name ? \Half aside] 
But Quiblier died two years ago. 

Gaston. His name is Berton. He used to lec- 
ture on Botany at the Sorbonne. He says the world 
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is very beautiful, that to work for it is an honour 
[Carbouche makes a sound of scorn], and to put 
bad work into it is a calamity or a disgrace. Your 
work is the greatest of the sort I should ever dare 
to attempt — 

Carbouche. What then ? Is it a reason for enter- 
ing my house like a thief who has corrupted a 
lackey? 

Gaston, [^/ndtgnan^fy'] Monsieur, you are in- 
sulting and unjust. 

Carbouche. [^Afocktngfy'] What else do you 
expect — yet? and what else has this old man at 
St. Germain told you may be your share? Is he 
an imbecile? 

Gaston. Master, he is what I am — a lover and 
a student. Some day I want to see my pictures 
hang where yours are now, to know that people 
will stop before them in wonder, and go on the 
better for remembering that which has been done 
so well. 

Carbouche. Then work ! The world will do 
nothing for you till you have first done a great deal 
for /V. [Scom/u/fy"] An honour to work for it ! 
The insolent world, that in the beginning gives the 
student nothing, only makes him feel that he ts 

4 
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nothing? Work! — till you are its master, till it 
cringes to you, and fawns on you ; and then [^turning 
away bitterly] you can give it back the scorn it 
once gave you- 

Gaston. But I am impatient 

Carbouche. Is there so little time? Work! 
There is no other sword for the student. Even if 
you have genius it is at the mercy of your hands. 
Long years of work may make them fit to serve it. 

Gaston. But, Master ! I want to do well quickly, 
for the sake of some one I love. 

Carbouche. [Cynically] A woman? [Gaston 
nods] Then a woman is at the bottom of this fine 
talk? Love ! a loop at the end of a string. The 
other end is held by a fiend who will let you run 
a little way — as far as heaven, sometimes, to pull 
you back with a jerk as far as hell. [Turns away] 
Go. 

Gaston. At least, I beg you to forgive your 
servant. If you discharge him — 

Carbouche. Monsieur, I am capable of manag- 
ing my own affairs. Have the goodness to go. 

[Exit Gaston reluctantly 

Carbouche. [Alone] An old man at St. Ger- 
main ; a student who wants to grow famous, because 
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he loves a woman? It is like a mist rising from 
a graveyard, enveloping me with the vapours of 
the dead. [Pause^ Good work ! \jScornfuIly\ 
Fools and hypocrites that men are to themselves. 
\_Turns to the tray full of letters, begins looking at 
them and replacing them in their envelopes. Gives 
a grunt of dissatisfaction at one, and a little scorn- 
ful laugh at another"] No, decorations do not 
tempt me. \Hesitates over another letter"] A 
portrait of Lady Har-lek-ston. Probably a rich 
English miladi, [Rings the belt] 

Enter Charles. 

Carbouche. My secretary. \Goes on with letters] 

\Exit Charles 

Carbouche. \Still over his letters] Each one 
intent on his own projects, none with a single am- 
bition that does not concern himself. 

Enter Secretary M. Blanc. 

Secretary. You sent for me. Monsieur? 
Carbouche. \Pointing to letters] Answer those. 
They are mostly requests. Refuse them all, curtly. 
Secretary. Am I to make no excuses, Monsieur? 
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Carbouche. None. 

[Secretary bows. Exit with tray of 
Utters, 
Carbouche. [^Turning to the fire] Berton? I 
never heard of him. 

Enter Charles. Brings a card. 

Charles. An Englishman is waiting to see 
Monsieur. 

Carbouche. [Reading card] Earl of Har-lek- 
ston. [Hesitates] It is impossible. 

Charles. Monsieur, I was told to say it is of 
great importance. 

Carbouche. An Englishman, of great importance, 
I will see him. 

[Exit Charles 

Carbouche. [As if he suddenly remembered] 
His letter was the one about the woman's portrait. 

Enter Lord Harlekston. He is extremely haughty 
but polite, in contrast to the fainter* s stiff and 
grim manner. As he enters Carbouche ad- 
vances as if to prevent his visitor comity 

further into the room, 

• 

Lord H. Monsieur Carbouche? 
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Carbouche. Good-moming, Monsieur. I regret 
to have brought you here. I returned to Paris only 
an hour ago, and your note has already been given 
to ray secretary to answer. 

Lord H. [Looking round] I am delighted to 
have come. 

Carbouche. I am flattered, and apologise again, 
Monsieur — 

Lord H. [Firmly eluding the painter^ who is 
e(^ng towards the door] Very good of you, but 
quite unnecessary ; and now, perhaps, we can dis- 
cuss the subject of my note. 

Carbouche. I regret exceedingly — 

Lord H. Will you allow me to sit down? Your 
logs look so comfortable — 

Carbouche. Monsieur, I have but just returned 
from the country. 

Lord H. I will not keep you two minutes. Still, 
if I might take advantage of your most excellent 
fire — [Goes towards fireplace and looks round] 
I like the severity of your place ; London studios 
are too full of gimcracks. [Carbouche bows] I 
told you in my note that Lady Harlekston*s greatest 
ambition is to be painted by Carbouche. 

Carbouche. I regret that I am not a portrait- 
painter. 
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Lord H. She would think it a great honour to sit 
to you. 

Carbouche. [Distantly] Again I regret, Mon- 
sieur. 

Lord H. [^Politely] I have heard of your paint- 
ing one or two portraits. 

Carbouche. There have been very few, and for 
each one there has been a reason. But I have never 
painted the portrait of a woman. 

Lord H. Would it not be possible to make a 
reason ? Lady Harlekston is still beautiful. [^Pause] 
The value of your work I know is immense. 

Carbouche. [Firmiy] It is immense. I would 
not paint a woman under — an enormous sum, and 
then I would not give much time to it. 

Lord H. Lady Harlekston could give you only 
three or four sittings at most. This is Tuesday ; on 
Friday morning we start for England. Of course 
we are speaking merely of a head — even a sketch 
would be a great possession. And there is no value 
that / should think enormous for the work of 
Carbouche. 

[Carbouche walks half across the studio, 
Ix)RD H. watches him curiously 

Carbouche. [Cynically^ to himself] No sum 
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enormous for just those few hours' work. Once for 
a whole year's work they would not give me enough 
to eat. \Stops abruptly^ Monsieur, I am flattered 
that an English lady should wish to have a portrait 
of herself from my hands, but if I painted a woman 
at all, I should prefer it to be one of my own 
countrywomen. 

Lord H. Lady Harlekston is half French, so that 
you might pay a double compliment- 

Carbouche. Half French? [Looking up"] 

Lord H. Her father was English, her mother 
was French. 

Carbouche. [As if an impossible idea were 
dawning on him] Her mother, was French? 

■ 

Lord H. When she was a girl, she lived at St. 
Germain-en- Laye, till her father's people in England 
sent for her. 

Carbouche. [/« a low and altogether different 
voice] I remember their sending for Made- 
moiselle. 

Lord H. Ah ! Now I see you understand. She 
told me, if other arguments failed, to urge that you 
and she were old friends. 

Carbouche. Madame la Comtesse has an ex- 
cellent memory. 
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Lord H. You were in the same pension ? 

Carbouche. \_Noddzng] With Monsieur and Ma- 
dame Quiblier, at the Pavilion Rouge. Mademoi- 
selle was with her mother, Madame Brooke, [^ffis 
manner should change^ 

Lord H. Monsieur Quiblier was a soldier, I 
think? 

Carbouche. \_As if half dazed\ A soldier who 
belonged to the old order of things, and despised 
the new. Sometimes we used to go with him 
through the vineyard and on to the Forest of Marly, 
while he talked of the days in which France had 
been glorious, and of the time when it would be so 
again. [Recovering] That was before you had 
met her, Monsieur? 

Lord H. Oh, no. I went with my father to 
Paris, and her mother took her there to meet us. 

Carbouche. [Starting'] I remember their going 
to Paris for a week, but Mademoiselle said it was 
to meet old friends. 

Lord H. Probably it was then — 

Carbouche. [Hesitating^ but eager] She 
charmed you quickly. Monsieur? 

Lord H. I was a youth still, only a couple of 
years older than she was ; but I became her devoted 
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servant, and have remained one ever since; so you 
can imagine that I made no objection to the 
marriage. 

Carbouche. But Mademoiselle was not betrothed 
then? 

Lord H. Oh, no, not till a week after she left 
St. Germain. 

Carbouche. A week ! [^Aside^ One week. [^To 
Lord H.] And the marriage, Monsieur? 

Lord H. Took place a month later. But surely 
you heard of it? 

Carbouche. I heard of it, but I did not know 
the name. I left St. Germain a fortnight after 
Mademoiselle. 

Lord H. You were a student, of course. I never 
heard who had the honour of being your master? 

Carbouche. I never owned one. Monsieur. 

Lord H. But all men have studied in some 
school. 

Carbouche. All with exceptions. Some start 
out alone seeking strange countries ; after a time the 
rabble follows. But I am keeping you. Monsieur. 
Express my compliments to Madame — 

Lord H. And the portrait? 

Carbouche. The portrait? [^Frowns, then sud- 
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denly with vehemence] I will paint it, Monsieur ! I 
will paint the portrait of Madame la Comtesse ! 

Lord H. [Surprised, but delighted] A thousand 
thanks. She will be delighted. When could you 
begin? We leave Paris in three days. 

Carbouche. I could begin — this moment if it 
were possible. 

Lord H. She will be here in a quarter of an hour. 
[Goes towards door] 

Enter Charles. 
Charles. Monsieur le Vicomte de Courville. 
Enter Vicomte de Courville. 

Carbouche. [Impatient] Vicomte, I have no 
time. 

Vicomte. I will give you some, my dear Car- 
bouche. Ah, Harlekston ! [Surprised] 

Lord H. [Surprised] You are evidently a 
privileged person? 

Vicomte. The Master allows me occasionally to 
enter his studio, and to see how gratifying it is to 
him when I leave it. 

Carbouche. It is a gratification, Monsieur le Vi- 
comte, that I must ask you to give me immediately. 



A LONG DUEL 59 

VicoMTE. [Advancing] In one minute. 

Lord H. [To Carbouche] Au revoir. 

[ExU Lord H. 
[Carbouche impatiently to the Vicomte 

Carbouche. I want to be alone. 

Vicomte. Good ! but put off your ferocity, and 
fill one fraction of the minute I have allotted to my 
visit by telling me if it is possible you are going to 
paint the portrait of Miladi Harlekston. 

Carbouche. Do you know her? 

Vicomte. I make a point of knowing so interest- 
ing a person as Madame la Comtesse. 

Carbouche. How long have you known her, and 
where ? 

Vicomte. A little — for the last two or three 
years — and in London mostly. Her parties are 
excellent — her ambitions infinite — her successes 
uninterrupted. 

Carbouche. [Frowning\ What have you come 
for? 

Vicomte. My friend, we have known each other a 
good many years, and you have made me an excep- 
tion to some of your rules. I have even imagined 
you would do me a service if you could, only 
Heaven knows why — [Gay and cynicaf] 
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Carbouche. There was a time when I was in 
despair, and you stood by me. 

VicoMTE. I merely assured you that the day would 
come when France would be proud of you. We 
were young and much in the same position. The 
gods had no affection for my great-uncle and, the 
authorities at the other end being equally reluctant, 
he lived to an extraordinary age. I spent my time 
in getting into debt ; you spent yours in brooding 
over a love affair [Carbouche makes a scornful 
gesture\ or the indifference of the world. All I did 
was to advise you to pay out the world, or the lady, 
by becoming famous. You did ; and I came to my 
inheritance. In fact things have gone very well 
with us both, only — we have grown a little tired of 
the game ; you are bitter and I am blas^. 

Carbouche. [Impatiently^ What is the service? 

Enter M. Blanc, Secretary. He and the 
VicoMTE bow to each other, 

M. Blanc. \To Carbouche] Pardon this inter- 
ruption. Monsieur, but Madame la Marquise de 
Br6mont has prevailed upon me to bring you this 
fan, and to entreat you to write your name upon it. 
Already she has the signatures of three crowned 
heads — 



f 



A LONG DUEL 6l 

Carbouche. My compliments to Madame la Mar- 
quise, but I prefer not to sign it. 

VicoMTE. La Marquise is the most beautiful 
woman in Paris. 

Carbouche. [71? Secretary] Go ! 

^Exif Secretary 

VicoMTE. On my soul, Carbouche, you are the 
devil — frozen. 

Carbouche. What is the service? 

VicoMTE. I have fallen in love — 

Carbouche. For the fiftieth time — 

VicoMTE [continuing^ , - — and want you to pro- 
pitiate the young lady. 

Carbouche. This is folly. 

VicoMTE. Softly, my friend, I am serious. I want 
to marry ; and I am no longer young. 

Carbouche. [Impatiently] But you are rich. 

VicoMTE. True. I have a chateau at St. Germain, 
a house in Paris, a villa at Nice. I go to them all 
in turn — they seem silent and empty. It is time 
I brought home a wife, and remembered that Cour- 
ville is a name worth sending on to the next gen- 
eration. Women over twenty are a mistake from 
a matrimonial point of view ; either they have no 
attractions or they have had experiences. I don't 
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want an unattractive woman, and I should like my 
wife to be without experiences till I supply them. 
In fact, I have set my heart on marrying an un- 
sophisticated damsel of nineteen. 

Carbouche. Tell her of your chiteau, of your 
house in Paris, your villa at Nice. Give her dia- 
monds, remind her incidentally of your title, and you 
will have no difficulty. [^Gotng towards the door] 

VicoMTE. Another moment. I am no fool. 
When we are young we are married for what we 
are; in middle age, for what we have; when we 
are old, for what we may leave. Mademoiselle is 
too simple to appreciate what I have ; she has seen 
nothing and can measure nothing. As for dia- 
monds ! I have no more chance of giving her 
diamonds than of taking a nun to the play. To 
make matters worse, there is a penniless youth ; re- 
gretted, it is true, by the mother — 

Carbouche. She would regret it — 

VicoMTE. But encouraged by the father. Luckily, 
chance is bringing Madame to Paris ; Mademoiselle 
comes with her. Her great desire is to see your 
studio — 

Carbouche. [Angry and impatient] It is im- 
possible. What does it all mean? This morning a 
prying student — 
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ViCOMTE. Ah ! — 

Carbouche. Then this Lord Harlekston — and 
— and — [with a change in his voice] and the 
woman who wants to be painted. And now you 
would bring a scheming mother and the daughter, 
who may fool her penniless lover a little, but will 
marry you without mercy when she realises that you 
are rich. 

VicoMTE. But I have no chance of showing her 
what my wealth can do, therefore I want to show 
her yours. She said yesterday she would rather 
enter your house than be a guest of a king's palace. 

Carbouche. A pretty speech; they make them 
by instinct. The world is the highway for fools 
and knaves and courtesans; let them tramp it, 
starving or growing rich as they please ; my studio 
is not for them. 

Vicomte. [Standing with his back to the door] 
You are even more ferocious than usual. I submit 
because of a time when I was as bitter as you are 
now ; no one's experience of the world is unique. 
Knowing the possibilities of life better than most 
men, I want to bribe a woman — too young to 
love me, perhaps, but too pure to be faithless — 
to marry me. I thought you might humour the 
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situation a little — for the same reason that you 
have endured my acquaintance. 

Carbouche. [^Relenting] I will, and I will do 
what I can. When do you want to bring her? 

VicoMTE. On Thursday. Lady Harlekston has 
invited them to stay a night at her house. 

Carbouche. Miladi Harlekston again ! 

VicoMTE. They are friends of a Mrs. Stansfield 
who is staying with her — 

Carbouche. [^Listening to outside sounds and im- 
patient'] I want you to go to Courville — return in 
an hour's time if you like, but go now. [Rings the 
beir\ I will let you out this way. \Opens the door 
facing stage on R,y the door not easily perceived] 

VicoMTE. Good — in an hour. 

[Exit VicoMTE, enter Charles 

Carbouche. I heard a carriage on the gravel 
walk. 

Charles. It was Madame La Marquise, Mon- 
sieur. She returned to know if it were never pos- 
sible to see Monsieur. 

Carbouche. And you said — 

Charles. I said it was never possible — not even 
for two hundred francs — 

Carbouche. [A grunt] Arrange the studio for 
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a sitter. When Miladi Harlekston comes she is to 
be admitted at once. 

[Charles brings out the low platform, a 

little way from the wall, places wooden 

chair on it, etc, ; is about reluctantly to 

leave the studio 

Carbouche. Do you know the address of the 

student ? 

Charles. Oh, yes, Monsieur, but he is starting for 
Rouen immediately to explain to my parents how I 
had the misfortune to offend Monsieur. I am to stay 
with him till I find another place. 
Carbouche. When does he return? 
Charles. On Thursday morning. Monsieur. 
Carbouche. Tell him to send me something he 
has done. 

Charles. [Delighted] Monsieur, he will be 
overjoyed. 

[Exit Charles 
Carbouche. [Bitterly"] One week after she left 
St. Germain she was betrothed to Milord Harlekston 
— and one week before, in the little woodshed at 
Pecq, she was betrothed to me. I wonder what 
she did with the grey-squirrel boa she used to wear 
around her neck. 

5 
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\^He goes slowly to a canvas resting on 

the floor with its face towards the wally 

lifts it to the table f and looks at it 

[^Continues"] Those two beneath the chestAut 

trees were once Madeline Brooke and Henri 

Carbouche. [Looks down at the corner of the 

picture and reads'] Marly. October i6th. They 

were singing the Vintage Song. 

[He puts back the canvas^ drags an easel 
close up to the raised platform^ finds a 
canvas large enough for head and 
shoulders^ puts it on easely steps back^ 
looks at it ; his mood seems to change y 
and he cries out half cynically y half- 
passionately^ to himself 
Madeline! After all these years I am going to 
see you again. 

Enter Charles. 
Charles. Miladi Harlekston. 

Enter Lady Harlekston, fashionably dressed, look- 
ing like a woman of the world. She wears a 
long cloaky and is veiled. She is followed by 
SuzETTE, who stands waiting by the door* Car- 
bouche stares at her bewildered. 
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Lady H. Henri? 

Carbouche. Madame ! [Almost shrinking^ 

Lady H. [Frightened'] Monsieur Carbouche ! 
[ Comes forward as if to shake hands with him^ but 
he appears not to see //] It is such a pleasure to see 
you again. [Pause] Have you nothing to say* to 
me after all the years? 

Carbouche. [Formally] I am to have the hon- 
our of painting your portrait, Madame. 

Lady H. [Evidently disconcerted ] It is so good 
of you to consent. 

Carbouche. To paint is my business in life, Ma- 
dame. [He looks inquiringly towards the maid] 

Lady H. It is only my maid. 

Carbouche. Will you arrange yourself for the sit- 
ting, Madame? 

[Suzette takes her cloak and puts it on a 
chair at the back. Lady H. looks at 
Carbouche, but he is arranging the can- 
vas, etc. She goes a step towards him 

Lady H. It is so strange to meet you again. I 
have often wished — 

Carbouche. If you will make yourself ready it 
would be better to begin at once. I have not much 
time. 
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Lady H. Ah, yes, I ought to remember — and it 
is so precious ; not even a minute should be wasted. 
Suzette ! 

[SuzETTE comes forward and unfastens 

her veil, Carbouche stands spell-bound^ 

grim, and curious. Lady H. turns her 

face away as her veil is taken offy so 

that Carbouche only sees the knot of 

her hair 

Lady H. {Reluctantly^ I am changed? We are 

both changed — 

Carbouche. Naturally, Madame. 
Lady H. [Half rueful, half patronisingly'] You 
are not a courtier. Monsieur. 

Carbouche. [Turning away'] No, Madame, I 
am not a courtier. [Aside] The world has set its 
mark on her. 

Lady H. [To her maid] You may go, Suzette. 
Monsieur, how long is the sitting to be ? 

Carbouche. To-day I only wish to get an idea ; 
to-morrow I shall be longer. Your maid can wait. 
[Looks towards chair by fire] 

Lady H. Oh, no — it would make me nervous — 
even a maid. Suzette — Monsieur will ring for 
you. 
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SuzETTE. Yes, Miladi. 

Exit SuZETTE 

Lady H. [ When the door is shut\ It would be 
impossible to talk before a maid. \_Going towards 
hirn\ Now you will be different — you will speak 
to me. You frightened me just now, you were so 
formal. 

Carbouche. If you will take your place, Madame. 
[He motions her towards the platform^ 
takes up a charcoal stick 

Lady H. \Goes to the foot of platform and stops 
dismayed] We are old friends ; are you not a little 
glad to see me again? 

Carbouche. [Sternly] I have not the honour of 
being an old friend, Madame. It is not five minutes 
since you arrived. 

Lady H. [Aghast and in a low voice] I was 
thinking of years ago. Have you forgotten them ? 

Carbouche. No, Madame. I am not likely to 
forget ; but they have no more concern with us than 
the dead who lie in their graves. We do not talk of 
them, and they never come again. Will you have 
the goodness to sit there, Madame? [Looks up at 
chair] I wish to see you in the right light. 

Lady H. The light is so cruel ! [ Goes a step 
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and stops] Am I very much changed ? I dread your 
eyes. [Cowering] 

Carbouche. [Looks at her coldly^ then turns to his 
canvas] Time is an envious thing, Madame, and 
it is seldom so self-denying as to take least from the 
beautiful. 

Lady H. Ah ! [Turning her head] Were you 
surprised when you heard who your sitter was 
to be? 

Carbouche. There are many unexpected things 
in life, Madame, but as we grow old — 

Lady H. Why do you insist upon being old ? 

Carbouche. It is time that insists, Madame, and 
there is no denying it. 

Lady H. And why won't you talk to me a little 
— just a little ? Why are you so different ? I have 
wanted to see you, have waited — 

Carbouche. Madame, if you will have the good- 
ness to let me work. As yet I have not begun. [Looks 
towards the chair] There are other things to oc- 
cupy me in less than an hour, and you came here to 
sit for your portrait. 

Lady H. [Endeavouring to throw off her bewil- 
derment] Then begin, begin now; I will mount to 
your chair afterwards. I think I — am — afraid of 
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it. [^Tums her face towards him'\ Oh, this is 
horrible ! I hoped so much from this meeting. 

[Carbouche begins to draw an outliney 
makes a gesture of despair; there is a 
momenfs pause 

Lady H. If I sit there \looks at €hair\ will you 
talk to me while you work ? I want to hear — 

Carbouche. I prefer to be silent, Madame. 
\Drawing\ 

Lady H. It is a horrible preference. It has been 
such a long silence, Henri. \He frowns'\ I want 
to hear about your work, about everything. 

Carbouche. I am flattered by the desire . of Ma- 
dame la Comtesse. 

Lady H. Madame la Comtesse ! Why do you 
call me that? I have watched your career with so 
much interest — 

Carbouche. I am honoured. 

Lady H. Only honoured ? 

Carbouche. [Making some strokes on the canvas"^ 
Will you turn a little to the left, Madame ? 

Lady H. [Suddenly^ Have you been to St. 
Germain lately? 

Carbouche. No, Madame. 

Lady H. It is wonderful to think that I knew you 
there. \_He works'] It is a beautiful place. 
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Carbouche. It is not beautiful now. It will be 
winter soon. The leaves are beginning to fall, and 
its beauty is like that of a woman ; as a rule she has 

9 

little that is beautiful beneath her looks. St. Ger- 
main has little beneath its leaves. 

Lady H. [Almost piteously] Youth and Summer 
are not everything. 

Carbouche. That is so ; sometimes wisdom and 
knowledge come with years, and in winter there is 
time for reflection. \_Putting down the charcoaf] 
Madame, it is evident that you find it impossible to 
sit. Perhaps you would prefer that I should not 
make the portrait that Milord desires. 

Lady H. I desire nothing in the world so much 
as to be painted by you. Monsieur. It is absurd to 
say " Monsieur." 

Carbouche. [With a shrug] It is usual, Ma- 
dame. There are many absurdities that politeness 
demands of us. [Pushes the easel farther back, goes 
towards door^ then conies a step towards her'] You 
are at least not able to sit to-day, Madame. 

Lady H. [ With sudden emotion] No, I cannot. 
[Crosses stage] 

Carbouche. [Rings the belf] I will send for 
your maid. 
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Lady H. [Half entreatingly] Henri ! 

Carbouche. Pardon, Madame la Comtesse, but 
I must ask you to preserve the manner of those who 
come to sit to me. 

Enter Charles. 

Carbouche. Madame's maid. 

Lady H. [Quickly to Charles] In five minutes. 
[Seeing Carbouche's surprised face"] In two min- 
utes. [Exit Charles. She turns to Carbouche] 
Yesterday I saw a friend of yours — Monsieur de 
Courville. I think you will be interested. He wants 
to marry a girl who is half English and half French. 

Carbouche. [Quickly] Half French and half 
English ! She is a friend of yours, Madame ? 

Lady H. No; she lives at St. Germain. [He 
looks up and past Lady H., as if seeing something 
far beyond] He is rich, and her mother would like 
him to marry her. 

Carbouche. Yes, he is rich. 

Lady H. There is a student who loves her too, 
but he is poor ; so that perhaps she will have to 
marry the Vicomte for the sake of his position. Do 
you understand? 

Carbouche. Perfectly, Madame. The demoi- 
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selle would like to preserve her character for con- 
stancy, and yet to make a grand marriage ; so she 
will lay the blame upon her friends and take the 
Vicomte. 

Lady H. \_With a little despair in her voice"] 
Monsieur, you are very hard. 

Carbouche. \_Shrugs his shoulders'] It may be 
so, Madame. 

Lady H. Perhaps it is one of the qualities of 
genius. So many precious things are hard; the 
diamond is hardest of all. 

Carbouche. Madame, you make one rejoice even 
in the possession of defects. 

Enter Suzette. 

SuzETTE. Madame is finished already? 

Lady H. Yes, yes. [Impatiently ; then turning to 
Carbouche] Then to-morrow, Monsieur. You will 
desire a long sitting, perhaps ? [Puts on cloak^ etc.] 

Carbouche. [Bows] And again on Thursday. 
Perhaps it would be possible to sit twice on that 
day; and that will be alL 

Lady H. [Half sadly ^ half mockingly] And that 
will be all, most austere painter? [Goes forward 
as if to shake hands] 
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Carbouche. [Pretending not to see the hand"] I 
compliment you, Madame, on the colour of your 
cloak; it would be good to paint, [/^ings^ Au 
revoir, [Turns away] 

[Exit Lady H. and Suzette.. Carbouche 
goes towards fireplace 
Carbouche. That is Madeline ! Mon Dieu / 

[Sees her gloves left behind ; takes them up, 
looks at them half tenderly^ then tosses 
them away angrily. They fall on the 
floor 

Enter the Vicomte. Carbouche looks up impatiently. 

VicoMTE. You said I could return, and Miladi 
Harlekston's carriage has just driven away. How 
is the portrait getting on ? Only just begun, I see. 

Carbouche. Leave me alone, Courville ; I want 
to think. 

VicoMTE. I will, directly, old comrade. But, 
that little matter of which I spoke to you this 
morning — 

Carbouche. Does the girl you want to marry 
live at St. Germain- en- Laye? 

Vicomte. [SurprisecT] Why, certainly \ I thought 
I told you so. Her father is a botanist, an amiable 
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old fool who talks about ideals, the world, and good 
work ; Berton, he is called. 

Carbouche. Ah ! He used to lecture at the 
Sorbonne ? 

VicoMTE. That *s it. He has retired and lives 
now at St. Germain in a charming little house with 
an admirably kept garden. Adam and Eve — 
especially Eve, grown a trifle portly — over again, 
with an only child and their little peccadillo for- 
gotten. Unfortunately, Mademoiselle is coy — And 
I may really bring her on Thursday? 

Carbouche. Not here, but you can show her the 
house, if you like ; you will find it more eloquent 
for your purposes than this bare room. 

VicoMTE. And Mademoiselle's mother and the 
English friend — may they come ? 

Carbouche. Bring any one you like ; what does 
it matter? You wanted your relations to come 
once ; bring them too, not here, remember, but the 
rest of the house is at your service. You are the 
only friend I have. Invite any fools you please : 
you shall have some musicians, anything to make 
the place agreeable. 

VicoMTE. Magnificent ! Let it be in the evening ! 
It will be the wonder of Paris. 



A LONG DUEL 77 

\Suddenly the door opens and Lady H. 
enters^ breathless^ and half -amused. Ser- 
vant follows her consternated. 

Lady H. \Draws up suddenly on perceiving the 
Vicomte] Monsieur de Courville 1 I did not 
know you were here. \Turns to Carbouche, who 
comes forward in cold surprise"] Monsieur, you 
must forgive me ; your servant looks scared, as if I 
had committed a terrible crime. I fled past him 
before he could stop me. I did not know that 
I was interrupting a — a conversation. 

Vicomte. Madame. [Bowing] A delightful 
interruption. [Aside] Now what is she up to? 
I wonder if he knows she is a widow, and that a 
widow is the devil? 

Carbouche. May I ask the reason of your return, 
Madame ? 

Lady H. [Smiling and evidently trying to fasci- 
nate him, but he is unmoved] Monsieur, I forgot 
my gloves, see ! [I/olds out her hands to him ,• he 
draws back] I left them on the table, but they are 
gone. 

Carbouche. [To Charles, who has waited at the 
door] Madame la Comtesse has left her gloves. 
Look for them. 



yS A LONG DUEL 

[Charles begins to look for them. The 
VicoMTE perceives them beside the easel, 
and picks them up. While he is doing 
this Lady H. turns to Carbouche. 

Lady H. I was so overcome by the compliment 
you paid my cloak, Monsieur, that I forgot them 
altogether. 

VicoMTE. [Handing her the gloves'] Madame. 

Carbouche. [To Lady H.] I regret to have 
caused you so much consternation, Madame. [To 
Charles] Is the carriage of Madame la Comtesse 
waiting? 

Charles. Yes, Monsieur. [Pause; Lady H. 
looks at Carbouche] 

Vicomte. Allow me to have the honour of con- 
ducting you to it. [Carbouche turns away. Vi- 
comte goes to the door"] 

Lady H. [Impulsively turns back, goes up to 
Carbouche and says in a low and eager tone"] Do 
you never forgive ? 

Carbouche. [Surprised] Forgive? Oh, yes, 
we all do that sometimes. [The Vicomte keeps 
discreetly by the door] 

Lady H. And does forgiveness make no differ- 
ence? 
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Carbouche. [^IVtfh a little break in his voice"] 
Difference? I should perhaps forgive a burglar 
who broke in and stole, but afterwards I should bar 
the door, knowing the manner of person who was 
possibly without. 

Lady H. [ Turns away, Then^ as if to save the 
situation] Adieu, Monsieur, till to-morrow. \To 
the VicOMTE as she pauses in front of the portrait] 
This is to be my portrait. To be painted by 
Carbouche \with a little laugh] will be the greatest 
honour of my life. 

VicoMTE. Ah, Madame ! How you will value it ! 

\Bows low and as he raises his hand looks sideways 

at Carbouche and gives him a wink of amusement] 

[Carbouche stands grim and doubtful. 

Lady H. takes a step forward towards 

the door, looks back half supplicating, 

half defiant. The Vicomte looks from 

one to the other, puzzled. Servants wait 

by the door. Tableau. 
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ACT III 

THE LAST SITTING 

Time. — Thursday — abouf noon. 

Scene. — Carbouche's studio ^ same as Act IL Car- 
BOUCHE busy painting the portrait. Lady Har- 
lekston is sitting in the chair on the platform ; 
she is evidently weary and out of spirits. A 
momenfs pause after the curtain rises. 

Carbouche. \Steps back from the canvas and 
looks at it in an abstracted manner and says, as if to 
himself^ The sitting is over. I shall not keep you 
more than half an hour this afternoon, Madame. 

[Lady H. descends from the platform 

Lady H. [Half afraid "] It is like me? 

Carbouche. [Surprised"] Naturally. 

Lady H. The mouth — is so hard — 

Carbouche. [Looking at her and then at the 
picture] It is exact. 

Lady H. [Shuddering] But, — that expression 
in the eyes ! 
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Carbouche. \_Excitedly] It is there, Madame, 
it is there I \_Goes to the bureau^ puts away brushes ^ 
rings the bell'] 

Lady H. [ Cowering before the portrait] It is 
horrible ! It must n*t go back — no one must see it. 

Enter Suzette, who seeks Lady Harlekston's 

cloak^ etc, 

Suzette. Madame la Comte3se said she would 
walk, but it is raining. 

Lady H. What time is it, Monsieur? 

Carbouche. \Turning his head for a second] It 
is one 'o'clock. 

Suzette. And Madame la Comtesse is expecting 
visitors. 

Lady H. Mrs. Stansfield's friends ; she will enter- 
tain them. [Hesitates, then to C^^bouche, with a 
brighter manner] I hate rain I Even to drive through 
it makes me miserable. May I stay a few minutes 
more ? Am I in your way ? 

Carbouche. Do as you will, Madame. 

Lady H. Then I will wait. But I am so hun- 
gry ; I shall die of starvation. 

Carbouche. [Distantly] I regret that I cannot 
offer you any hospitality. My mid-day meal is 
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very simple — I do not even leave the studio 
for it. 

Lady H. [Impulsively going a step towards him\ 
Oh ! but if you would let me share it ? 

Carbouche. \_Frowning'] I fear, Madame — 

Lady H. Yes, yes, I love simplicity. Let me 
stay. Monsieur. [Entreating and with mock for- 
mality] 

Carbouche. [Dismayed] I am much hon- 
oured. 

Lady H. You will let me ? 

Carbouche. You insist, Madame? [Rings the 
delf] 

Lady H. Yes, yes, I insist. 

Enter servant. 

Carbouche. [To servant] Madame la Com- 

tesse will remain for dejeuner. Serve it here, at 

once. 

[Exit servant 

Lady H. [2 numphantly] Suzette, you can take 

my cloak. 

[Business with cloaky etc, 

Carbouche. [Crossing from bureau, and irres- 
olute] If I had known, the dejeuner should have 
been served in some more pleasant apartment. 
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Lady H. This one is immortaL 

Carbouche. It is my studio, Madame. 

Lady H. The studio of Garbouche ! I would 
not exchange the next hour for a banquet in a pal- 
ace with a king. 

Carbouche. [ IVifh a, sorry smile] The thoughts 
of your sex, Madame, run naturally to kings and 
palaces. You will excuse me for a little ? — I al- 
ways seek the air after the morning's work. 

[Exit 
[Lady H. turns quickly to Suzette 

Lady H. Suzette, look — look at the portrait. Is 
it like ? Tell me — tell me the truth 1 

Suzette. [Hurrying to the portrait ^ astonished and 
dismayed] Miladi ! — It is not beautiful enough I 
It is Madame la Comtesse — but she looks horrible 
— as if she were cruel. Oh, it makes me afraid. 
This painter is mad. It is the portrait of some one 
who is wicked and old, and beautiful no more. 

Lady H. [In despair] The wickedness would 
not matter, but old^ and beautiful no more ! [In- 
dignantly] Oh, it is infamous ! 

Suzette. He even shows that Miladi has put a 
little colour on her cheek — so that she might not 
look too pale and give anxiety to Milord. And the 
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little lines that come when — when she is thinking 

of others, they are all there. Oh ! it frightens 

me. [^ShuMering] I would not be in the dark 

with it. 

Enter Charles. 

Charles. Madame Stansfield has called to know 
if Madame la Comtesse would drive back with her. 

Lady H. \Wiih a gasp of relief^ Ask her 
to come up — She is clever and may suggest 
something. 

Charles. \Alarmed'\ Pardon, Madame la Com- 
tesse, but it is impossible. Monsieur — 

Lady H. [Imperiously] Suzette, go and tell Mrs. 
Stansfield that I desire to speak to her here. 

[Exit Suzette 
[ To Charles] I will explain to Monsieur — 

Charles. [Frightened] Madame la Comtesse, 
Monsieur is already discharging me. 

Lady H. Then it cannot matter. [ Waving him 
away] 

Enter Mrs. Stansfield; as she does so Lady H. 
lifts down the portrait and rests it against the 
side of the platform so that the face cannot be 
seen. Charles retires with a gesture of dismay. 
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•' All through this interview Mrs. Stansfield 
should look round the studio and show delight 
at being in it. 

Mrs. S. He is not here ? Oh, the miracle that 
I am! 

Lady H. [Composed, haughty, and impatient\ 
Have the St. Germain people arrived ? 

Mrs. S. This moment I met them at the station 
with the Viscount, and sent him on to the hotel with 
Madame Berton. 

Lady H. And the girl? 

Mrs. S. She is here. \_Opens the door\ 

Enter Gabrielle. 

Lady H. \To Gabrielle] This is quite wrong; 
you are coming to-night. If Carbouche knew, he 
would be angry — 

Mrs. S. He shall not know. 

Lady H. — and Monsieur de Courville disap- 
pointed. 

Mrs. S. He shall not know either. 

Gabrielle. And I have seen it, dear Madame, 
Carbouche's studio 1 Some day Gaston will have 
one like it. 
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Lady H. If Gaston is the student, let him go. 
He is poor. 

Gabrielle. Only in money, and what is that? 

Lady H. It is everything \^h'Uerly']. A man's 
love is only worth a woman's reckoning for what it 
brings, — power, place, money. Take these if they 
are within your reach ; you can keep them, but not 
his love. She can love him, no matter what he does, 
or what she does, but he ! — hurt his vanity, go out 
of sight, leave him to his own nature, and he grows 
hard, merciless, cruel, he forgets all things. 

Gabrielle. [As if she understood^ Madame, 
you have suffered. 

Lady H. Yes, I have suffered, and suffering 
brings wisdom. I want to save you. Marry M. de 
Cpurville. 

Gabrielle. No, no ; I love Gaston. 

Mrs. S. [Aside to Lady H.] Who is handsomer, 
but distinctly duller. 

Lady H. \To Gabrielle] Put your love under 
your feet and keep it there, or the day will come 
when he will put yours under his. It is always so, 
and a woman's capacity for pain, for agony, is in- 
finite. Now — [unconsciously pushing her towards 
the door\ go. Mrs. Stansfield will follow you directly. 
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Gabrielle. [ Taking Lady H/s hantf] Madame^ 
if you can, help Gaston — I love him. 

Lady H. No, I will help you with the Vicomte. 
I will be your friend, but a wise one. Au revoir. 

jExt^ SUZETTE. 

[^Turns to Mrs. S.] I lunch with Carbouche. 
But I want your help, your advice. I dislike my 
portrait. 

Mrs. S. Ah ! 

Lady H. And Carbouche's work will be immortaL 
The whole world will see it. I hate it, and it 's too 
late to do another. 

Mrs. S. Make him alter it. 

Lady H. Make him ! \A little shudder] You 
do not know — 

Mrs. S. Or paint another 1 

Lady H. We leave Paris to-morrow morning. 

Mrs. S. Then he must alter this one. The ques- 
tion is how to make him. Is it very bad ? 

Lady H. It is horrible. 

Mrs. S. You sit again this afternoon? [Lady H. 
nods] Try any diversion that makes him put his 
brush to the canvas, for the comfort of the 
very worst is that anything different must be 
better. 
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Lady H. True. [After reflection] And now go. 
Carbouche may return, and I would rather he did 
not know that you had been. [Coldly] You will 
regard what I have said as a confidence. 

Mrs. S. Of course. [Looks round again] I 

have been to Mecca. Take courage ; you are one 

of those who achieve. 

Exit Mrs. S. 

Lady H. [Alone] Courage ! I am going mad ; 
for I hate him. [Shuddering] And — yet — [Pas- 
sionately] Hate and love seem to be fighting in 
my heart with knives. [Crosses to fireplace and 
stands lost in thoughf] 

Enter servants who lay the table for a dejeuner. 
A little table is carried in to serve as sideboard^ 
etc.f with fruit in silver dishes, etc, so as to 
brighten the scene. Exeunt servants. 

Lady H. [Half sadly] It is his revenge. [ With 
determination] But he shall not have it ! No one 
shall see it. I will invent some reason for taking it 
back with me this afternoon and on the way I will 
destroy it. I will have my revenge ! [Excitedly] 
I will have mine ! 
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Enter servant with some cushions which he puts 

on the arm-chairs. 

Lady H. \To servant^ Will you send my maid 
to me? 
Servant. Bien, Madame la Comtesse. 

Enter Carbouche from the door on the right. As 
he enters a glimpse of garden with palms behind 
is seen. In his hand are some loose^ long- 
stalked flowers. 

Lady H. [Surprised and with forced gaiety] Oh, 
how beautiful! [Takes flowers'] And I didn't 
know there was a door there. Where does it lead 
to ? It was like a glimpse of paradise. 

Carbouche. It leads to a winter garden in which 
there are some flowers. 

[Servants are arranging table, etc. 

Lady H. [Smelling them] May I arrange them ? 
That vase on the mantel-shelf. [Servant reaches it 
down, she arranges the flowers] We will leave 
them here. [Putting them in position on the table] 
They shall deck our feast. 

Enter servant with a dish ; Lady H. looking up sees 
SuzETTE, who hcts entered and stands in the 
background. 
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Lady H. Pardon, Monsieur, I have a commission 
for my maid. [Retread to the door with Suzette 
and speaks to her ; then returns'] 

Servant. Monsieur, the dejeuner is ready. 

[^Exit Suzette 

Carbouche. Madame. [Lady H. goes forward] 

Lady H. [ With recovered spirits] Yes — yes — 

but first may we not have that door open, the one 

that leads to paradise ? 

Carbouche. \To the servants] Open the doors. 

\The servants open the door and then two 

others that had not been perceived^ one 

on either side ofity so as to give an effect 

of a garden which is full of palms and 

plants beyond the room, and thus the 

whole scene is changed and beautiful. 

Lady H. \With surprise and delight] Oh, it 

is wonderful ! It is like a fairy story. It is the 

palace of which we spoke just now, Monsieur — 

and the King is here. \_Curtseys] 

Carbouche. [^Courteous, but cold] I am glad 
that you find it less gloomy, Madame. 

\He shows her to her place, sits down on 
the other side of table. Business of a 
meal. Servants wait, etc. 
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Lady H. [Looking towards the garden"] I shall 
always rejoice that it rained to-day. 

Carbouche. It has procured me a great honour. 

[Servants hand wine^ etc. 

Lady H. [Looking round as if hardly believing 
if] It is so strange to be with you; the studio 
and the garden — the table and the flowers, how 
lovely they are. It is like a dream. 

Carbouche. [Half to himself] Dreams are 
sometimes less strange than realities. [Pause] 

Lady H. Won't you talk to me now? We are 
not at work. 

Carbouche. Madame, I live my life alone, and 
am not accustomed to conversation, especially with 
a lady. You must not put down my silence to 
lack of courtesy. [She sighs and turns away] 

[Business of meal 

Lady H. You did not know my name the other 
day? 

Carbouche. No, Madame, not till your husband 
came. Your world and mine lie far apart. 

Lady H. [Aside, surprised, but evidently pleased] 
My husband ! Then he thinks — [Aloud] There 
are some links between our worlds; for instance, 
Monsieur de Courville. 
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Carbouche. Ah ! Have you seen the demoiselle 
who will probably allow him to share his possessions 
with her? 

Lady H. She is in Paris to-day. I shall do my 
best for his suit because he is your friend. 

Carbouche. ^Z>ryly'] It will be an excellent 
establishment for the young lady. 

Lady H. One of the best in Paris. 

Carbouche. And but for Monsieur de Courville — 
and your kindness^ she might have wasted her years 
on a student, who has probably no chance of fame. 

Lady H. [Almost vehemently] All things are fair 
in love and war, Monsieur, and both have their 
weapons. The student has his good looks, his youth, 
its eloquence, and many opportunities of winning 
the woman he loves. The Vicomte has his title, his 
money, and his opportunities also — no, thank you. 
[Refusing a dish offered by servant"] 

Carbouche. And you think Mademoiselle will be 
justified in marrying him for his r^k and wealth? 

Lady H. It is possible to be false to one's self as 
well as to others. If she feels that what Monsieur 
de Courville offers is more attractive than anything 
the student can give, she will only be true to herself 
in. accepting him. 
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Carbouche. You are a sophisticated pleader, Ma- 
dame. I make you my compliments. 

Lady H. I do not deserve them, Monsieur, but I 
have spoken because — because — love is not all — 
even to a woman ; it was never supposed to be all to 
a man. [73/r«x away impatiently] 

Carbouche. [Tb servanf\ Coffee, quickly. [// 
is handed] 

Enter servant followed by Suzette, who goes to 
Lady H.'s cloak at the side and puts something 
into its pocket. Exit Suzette afUr a significant 
look at Lady H. 

Servant. Monsieur le Vicomte wishes to know if 
it is po3sible to speak for one moment with Madame 
la Comtesse. 

Lady H. Oh, yes. \^77ien eagerly and half aside 
to him] He must not see the portrait ; I have my 
reasons. [Carbouche looks towards the easel and 
sees with surprise that the portrait is gone] I lifted 
it down, in case — 

Carbouche. He shall not see it, Madame. 

Servant. There is a student waiting. Monsieur ; 
he was desired to come to-day. 
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Carbouche. I have something to say to him — I 
had forgotten. 

Lady H. [^Eagerly] Let me talk with Monsieur 
de Courville for a few minutes in the garden or some 
other room. He probably wishes to make some little 
arrangement for this evening ; my head is aching, 
and the garden would be so good for it — 

Carbouche [7b servant] Show Monsieur le 
Vicomte into the little s^lon at the end of the winter 
garden. [^TUrntng to Lady H.] Madame, allow 
me to conduct you. 

[Exeunt Carbouche and Lady Harlek- 
STON by the door leading to garden. 
Servants quickly take away all signs of 
the meal. They close two of the doors 
leading to the winter garden and leave 
* the other one a little open. 

Enter Gaston Viguet, who looks round bewildered^ 

and then Charles. 

Charles. Monsieur Gaston ! 

Gaston. He has not turned you out? 

Charles. The master never forgives, Monsieur ; 
but he is reasonable. He gave me leave to stay 
here till you returned, but — 

7 
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Enter Carbouche by the winter-garden door^ 
Charles vanishes quickly before he is dis-^ 
covered, 

Gaston. \Going forward\ Master ! I can hardly 
believe my senses — did you send for me ? 

Carbouche. [I^ooking at him curiously] I have 
seen some of your works. You have genius. 

Gaston. [ With a joyful cry of unbelief] You 
say that ! 

Carbouche. It is why I sent for you. Give your- 
self to it wholly. The fairest woman on earth only 
lives a few years — and changes before they have 
passed. 

Gaston. But it is for her sake, Master ; to love 
well, and to work well is the whole philosophy of life. 

Carbouche. {Frowning] This is the stuff the 
old man of St. Germain has taught you. 

Gaston. He has taught me everything. I used 
to think that whether I painted well or ill mattered 
little \ it was a joy to feel the brush between my 
fingers, and chance dictated the result. 

Carbouche. [Impatiently] Dreams are well 
enough for the poet and the painter ; he wakes from 
them sometimes to find the world at his feet. But 
the woman will only fool you. Let her go. All the 
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misery, and most of the crimes that overtake men 
begin with a woman. 

Gaston. Master, we are bom of women — what 
of our mothers ? 

Carbouche. [/« a different tone^ Sometimes 
maternity brings salvation. \A pause'\ But these 
people at St. Germain — the story is always the 
same. 

Gaston. What story, Monsieur? 

Carbouche. ^Afterapause^ then quickly] When 
a child turns a hoop, the same mark comes upper- 
most again and again; so things repeat themselves 
with us. There is but one set for the world to use — 
but one world to live in ; the same sun rises every 
morning, and sets every evening. 

Gaston. And each day different people walk 
between — 

Carbouche. You and I are almost strangers, but 
I will tell you your history. I learnt it when I, 
too, was a student — poor and ambitious as you 
are. A little manage, simple enough — an old man 
full of dreams. With the one I knew, it was dreams 
of France — of the old order that had vanished 
with the Revolution ; he waited, thinking it would 
come back if the faithful trusted to the underlying 
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goodness of their country. With you, the old man 
dreams of the world as it was in its youth; he 
thinks that presently, if here and there some of us 
aim aright, it will regain its lost innocence. Ah ! 
There is an ambitious woman — it is strange how 
women manage to set their mark on histories that, 
are, after all, apart from their own — histories that 
neither benefit, nor hurt them ; it is the whispering 
of the serpent that has wriggled down to them 
through all the centuries. And then there is the 
girl, young and beautiful. 

Gaston. There is no one like her on earth. 

Carbouche. [ Wifh his queer little laugh] That 
is what the student thought last time, and does now, 
and will in the next generation. The madness is 
pleasant, even if it is short. The forest is near, its 
paths are lonely ; in the autumn as they come back, 
they hear the vintage song; soon in the forest the 
chestnuts will faU. 

Gaston looks up astonished 

In the background there is another man, well 
bom and rich; last time he was so far off the 
student did not even hear his name. This time he 
is called M. le Vicomte de Courville. 

Gaston. You know 1 
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Carbouche. Yes, I know. He has rank, and all 
the things that women care for most ; for, hesitate 
as they will, in the end they take them. 

Gaston. [ Vehemently^ She will never take them ! 

Garbouche. The other protested as you do now. 
I am speaking of the other student, and the woman 
who was like this one. \IJalf entreatingly] Let 
her go — and I will help you ; you shall come here, 
your easel shall be set up, and we will be together. 

Gaston. Master ! 

Carbouche. Or you shall study in other coun- 
tries if you wish. I have money, and none to give 
it to. It shall be yours, Gaston ; everything I have 
shall be yours. The world shall be under your feet. 
Give her up, and come to me. 

Gaston. I cannpt — I cannot — I love her, and 
would stake my soul upon her constancy. 

Carbouche. To-night Courville brings her to this 
house. 

Gaston. [Astounded^ Courville brings her here ? 

Carbouche. With her mother; he is there now 
\nodd%ng towards the garden] arranging it with 
Lady Harlekston. 

Gaston. It is impossible ! Gabrielle is not even 
in Paris. 
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Carbouche. When did you see her last ? 

Gaston. On Monday. The next day I went to 
Rouen, and returned only an hour ago. But she 
would have told me if she had been coming to 
Paris. 

Carbouche. Mademoiselle has been'good enough 
to desire to see my studio — 

Gaston. I know. 

Carbouche. When I refused the honour, M. de 
Courville asked if he might bring her to the house. 
Mademoiselle, he thinks, does not yet under- 
stand how much money can do. She is to be in- 
structed; doubtless she will prove an apt pupil, 
and make the best use of her knowledge. He is to 
invite any friends he pleases as well. Courville and 
I have known each other many years, and I wish 
to help his suit. 

Gaston. \pistracted\ Help me^ Master — help 
me. It is some trick ! 

Carbouche. And if it is no trick, Gaston, what 
then ? 

Gaston. Then take me away. But I shall do 
nothing — want nothing. 

Carbouche. But good work, my friend, and the 
world, what of it? 
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Gaston. Let them go. [Carbouche laughs cyni- 
caliy, Gaston draws back and says aside] His 
laugh is like a sword. [^To Carbouche] Master, 
there is no happiness but love — it is the whole 
world. 

Carbouche. The happiness that mocks us. The 
world of a dream. And if you gain it ? There is no 
tragedy so great as the penalty of happiness that de- 
pends on a human being. Hark ! — they are coming 
— Madame and your rival ; stand back. [Motions 
Gaston to the fireplace^ where he stands with his 
back to the room] 

Enter Lady Harlekston and the Vicomte. The 
open door partly hides Gaston from them, or 
they at any rate do not notice him, 

Carbouche. Have you finished your conference ? 

Vicomte. [Gaily] Quite finished, my dear Car- 
bouche. Mademoiselle Eve is to be as much sur- 
prised and delighted as possible. 

Carbouche. You mean Mademoiselle Berton? 

Vicomte. Naturally. All is going well for the 
suit in which you are so good as to take an interest, 
and to which Madame la Comtesse here is so gra- 
cious as to give her countenance. Madame Berton 
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and her charming daughter arrived an hour ago. It 
was my felicity to meet them at the station; and 
in the absence of Lady Harlekston, Mrs. Stans- 
field considerately invited me to meet them at 
dejeuner.' Now 1 drive back to conduct them to 
the Louvre. 

Lady H. [_To Carbouche] M. de Courville has 
given me an invitation to your house this evening. 
May I accept it, Monsieur? 

Carbouche. Madame, it is M. de Courville's 
party, not mine. [^To the Vicomte] Mademoi- 
selle ? Is she agreeable ? 

Vicomte. Enchanted, and enchanting. 

Carbouche. And the student? [Turning to 
Lady H.] Has Madame no thought for him? I 
should like to know the quality of her conscience. 

Lady H. Monsieur, the strongest wins. If the 
student sees the woman he loves go past him into 
the world, it will be because he was not able to bar 
the way. Let him pay the penalty. 

Carbouche. Good ! Let him pay the penalty. 
And let M. le Vicomte win. [Goes towards his 
work'] 

Lady H. [Sweetly] Winning or losing does, not 
always depend on us, Monsieur ; we women are in 
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your stronger hands. [To the Vicomte] Monsieur, 
the master's time is precious. 

Vicomte. [About to go"] By the way, Carbouche, 
I have brought over some singing people from St. 
Germain for the entertainment to-night. They are 
waiting in the court-yard. May they pass through 
the winter garden and try their song? 

Carbouche. Certainly. 

Vicomte. A thousand thanks. [Bowing to Lady 
H.] We shall meet this evening. [Opens the 
door] 

Lady H. [Going after hint] Monsieur de Cour- 

villel 

[Lady H. disappears for a moment as if 

to speak to the Vicomte. Gaston comes 
forward. 
Gaston. [Bitterly] I cannot understand it, Mas- 
ter. When I returned to-day there was no message 
from her. I thought it was an accident. 

Carbouche. An accident and a woman have gen- 
erally a design between them. Go through this 
door. To-night I expect you — you come to me. 
[Lets him out by garden] 

Gaston. [Standing in the doorway and looking up 
at Carbouche] To-night I come to you. 

[Exit Gaston 
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Re-enter Lady H. 

Carbouche. \Putiing portrait on the easel again] 
It is getting late, Madame. 

Lady H. [Settling herself in chair] I have taken 
so much of your time. 

Carbouche. You have given so much to the af- 
fairs of others, to the Vicomte for instance — 

Lady H. The student is a stranger to me. 

Carbouche. Moreover, he is poor and unknown, 
and, as you said this morning, love is not all. 

Lady H. No, Monsieur, it is not all. It is only 
the crown. Without dominions a crown would be 
of little use — with them it is everything. Life is 
too complicated to need one thing only to make its 
happiness. And yet love is most of all. 

Carbouche. [Seemingly intent on his work] How 
she draws one to her — just as of old — repels one, 
and draws one. [Looking up at her] Will you 
turn a little more to the light? I have nearly fin- 
ished; there are only the last touches. 

Lady H. [Looking at the portrait, and evidently 
torn between despair and indignation] Is that 
colouring really mine? 

Carbouche. Certainly, Madame. 

Lady H. You have put in all my lines — 
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Carbouche. I regret — but I cannot help it. 
The years do not like to be forgotten ; they set a 
mark on us as they go by. 

Lady H. You might have left out a few — a 
woman has her vanities. 

Carbouche. I might have left out one eye, but 
then it would not have been a portrait. [^A pause. 
He goes on working] Would you raise your head a 
little, Madame ? I am touching the throat. 
Lady B. So? [Raising her head '\ 
Carbouche. [To himse(fy but so that she hears. 
I have made it too white. \She makes a sign of 
despair"] 

[Suddenly the sound of music is heard ^ 

and voices^ presumably passing through 

the winter garden^ singing the Vintage 

Song. They start and look at each 

other. Carbouche drops his brush. 

Carbouche. [Picking up his brush] It is only 

the Vicomte's singers. It is not necessary that you 

should sit any longer, Madame ; perhaps you would 

like to walk about. 

[Lady H. comes down from the platform^ 
hesitateSy goes to her cloak, which has 
been thrown over a chair at the back. 
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Returns with a little grey-squirrel boa 
in her hand. The Vintage Song can be 
heard very faintly. 

Lady H. [Stealing up to him"] Monsieur, is it 
too late to paint in this grey-squirrel collar round 
my throat — I have possessed it many years. 

Carbouche. [^Turning away'] It is too late. 

Lady H. But you work so quickly ! [/« apathetic 
voice] And after to-day we may never meet 
again. 

Carbouche. \His eyes bent on the canvas] There 
is no time. 

Lady H. But the actual portrait is done. There 
are only the last touches. I will put it here. \Puts 
the boa round ornament of the chair-back] I am 
cold, and very tired. 

Carbouche. [/« an abstracted manner] Yes, it 
is cold. \Rings] 

Enter servant. 

Carbouche. Make up the fire. \Servant makes 
up fire, which remains bright] 

Carbouche. [71? himself as Lady H. crosses 
studio] I like to. hear the rustle of her dress. 

[Exit servant 
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Lady H. Monsieur, there is a canvas with its 
face to the wall. [She stops before it] If there 
is anything on the other side, may I see it? 

Carbouche. If I had wished it seen, its face 
would not be towards the wall. Therefore you 
must excuse it, Madame. 

\She moves slowly towards him. He works 

as if in a dream, and evidently, from the 

manner in ivhich he looks at it, he is 

painting in the grey collar. She draws 

nearer, sees the portrait, an expression 

of Joy comes over her face. She clasps 

her hands and draws back. 

Lady H. [To herself] It is different, different 

altogether. He has brushed away the lines. It is 

the face of my youth coming back ; the cruel look 

has gone from the eyes, and the hardness from the 

mouth. [Steals up to Carbouche's side and says, 

almost in a whisper] Henri ! The chestnuts will 

be falling soon in the forests of Marly. 

Carbouche. [Starts, and the expression of his 
face changes] And the leaves lie dead, as all things 
do sooner or later. 

Lady H. [Softlyl The summer is over, but the 
winter is not yet, and all things are not dead. 
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[^IVi^h a break in her voice'] The little grey 
squirrel makes me think*— 

Carbouche. Why did you keep it? 

Lady H. To remember, though it has never been 
possible to forget. Give it to me, let me put it 
round my throat. 

Carbouche. [Trying to fail back into his formal 
manner] Will you not be seated again, Madame ? 

Lady H. No, let me stand here. You have so 
nearly finished; thank you. Monsieur. \^Takes the 
collar and says in a low, passionate voice] I love 
it ! [Looking towards picture. He goes on paint- 
ing] Surely that chin is a little heavy. 

[Carbouche draws back to look at it, puts 
brush in his left hand, in which of course 
he is holding the palette. She takes his 
right hand for one second and puts it up 
to her chin, and caressingly 

Lady H. You forget its form — [as his finger 
rests for a moment on the fur of the collar] 

Carbouche. I forget nothing. 

Lady H. I am thinking of the forest and the 
path towards the fountains; of how we pretended 
that I was a Court lady in the habit de Marly, and 
you were her lover. 



A LONG DUEL in 

Carbouche. [Bitterly] It was only a play. 

Lady H. Do you remember once when the wind 
blew among my hair? \Hg nods and takes his 
brush into his right hand again"] It was in October, 
, as this day is ; you said it was like the marriage of 
the sunshine and the wind ; put the sunshine into 
my hair again [^pointing to the picture] ; put it there 
again, my love I 

Carbouche. \_As if under a spell he takes up 
some colour from his palette^ and says to himself] It 
was like gold. 

Lady H. [Draws back, watcheSy and says tri- 
umphantly to herself] It is beautiful, it is beautiful 
again ; and young — young — the face of a girl — 
[Then to Carbouche] I remember as if it were 
yesterday, but you had forgotten. 

Carbouche. I never forgot. [Turns his head. 
She moves back to prevent his looking at her] 

Lady H. Think of me as I was then, not as I am 
now; when I stood beneath the chestnuts and 
felt the colour come to my face — surely it was not 
like the colour on my cheeks there. 

Carbouche. No — no. [Touches picture ; as if 
speaking to the portrait] They were the only 
happy days of my life. 
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Lady H. [ Wifh a break in her voice'] If only 
your words had been true 1 

Carbouche. They were all true. [Laying down 
his brush and speaking passionately] 

Lady H. If you had loved me — 

Carbouche. I did love you. [He says it to the 
picture] 

Lady H. Say it again. 

Carbouche. I did love you — 

Lady H. But you have loved some other woman — 

Carbouche. I have loved no other woman. I 
have been dumb and lived alone for your sake. 

[He turns quickly to her; she bends 

her head so that he shall not see her 

face. He takes her hands, and looks 

uneasily at the diamonds that cover her 

fingers. 

Tell me that once at least you loved me. [Drops 

her hand] Let me hear you say that before it is 

all over. 

Lady H. [Aside, moving a step away from him] 
He loves me still ! Oh, God ! And it is sWeet — 
a scourge — but sweet. [To him aloud] Why 
should I tell you that? 

Carbouche. Why should you tell me, Madeline? 
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Because years ago, when you seemed incapable of 
lies and worldliness — 

Enter Suzette. Carbouche and Lady H. draw 
quickly apart Lady H. recovers and evidently 
goes through a severe menial phase 

Suzette. Milord has just been, miladi ; important 
business takes him to England to-night. He knows 
that Miladi wishes to stay till to-morrow, but he 
wants to see the picture before he goes ; it is to be 
taken to him at once, even if it is not finished. 

Lady H. Take it, Suzette ; carry it carefully, for 
it is not yet dry. 

[Suzette goes towards the easel and makes 
an exclamation of surprise 
Carbouche. [Bewildered] It cannot go, it is 
not ready. 

Lady H. The carriage is here ? 
Suzette. Yes, Miladi. And this is a letter that 
Milord desired Madame would open immediately. 
[Gives her letter] 

[Suzette lifts the picture from the easel. 
Lady H., with desperation in her man- 
ner, holds Carbouche*s hands. 
Carbouche. [As if the spell had broken] It 

8 
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must not go, it is not finished. And I see that — 

it is not like any more — [looks at her dismayed] 

Lady H. [Half whispering and still holding his 

hands'] Let it go now, it can come back to-morrow. 

[To SuzETTE, who is going through the doorway with 

the picture] Carry it carefully, Suzette, and rest it 

against the back seat. I will come in a moment. 

I 
[Suzette goes, A pause. Lady H. lets 

go Carbouche's handSf opens the letter 

quickly, and pulls out an envelope that 

is enclosed ; turns to Carbouche with 

triumph 

Lady H. It has been delightful to meet you 

again, Monsieur, and these sittings which [puts on 

her cloak] were surprising at first, became most 

exciting and interesting. 

Carbouche. Interesting? [As if in a bad 

dream] i 

I JUDY H. This letter is for you ; it is from Lord 

Harlekston — [Puts into his hand the note that was 

enclosed in the one to her and goes towards the door] 

Carbouche. A few minutes ago — 

Lady H. [ With a passionate , indignant manner] 

Ah, but now the portrait is gone ! and it is charming. 

How shall I thank you? It is the portrait of a woman 
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— young and beautiful — my portrait, painted by 
Carbouche. It will make me immortal. [^A low 
curtsey] You were very hard, but now you have 
made amends. \She backs from the room with a 
forced laugh] A million thanks 1 \Andthen with an 
odd note in her voice as if she were making her- 
self act a part] Revenge is sweet, as sweet as love, 
and sometimes it has even more strength given to it. 
[^Takes a step outward ; looks back mockingly] 

Carbouche. Madeline ! 

Lady H. Adieu, Monsieur. [/« a triumphant 
voice] The last touches were perfect. [ Is about 
to go] 

Carbouche. [Taking two steps towards door and 
speaking in a voice of thunder] Stop! [In amaze- 
ment she hesitates] Come back ! [He goes taivards 
her] Come back, I say ! [Puts his hand on her 
arm and firmly leads her back to the studio] This 
trickery has gone far enough. 

Lady H. Monsieur ! you forget. [Amazed] 

Carbouche. No, Madame, I remember. 

[They reach the middle of the studio ; he 
rings the bell, which should be near the 
door. 

' JSnter servant 
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Servant Monsieur? 

Carbouche. [^To servant] There is a picture 
in Miladi Harlekston's carriage ; bring it here. 

Lady H. No ! 

Carbouche. [71? servant] Bring it here. [Exit 
servant, Carbouche is standing between Lady H. 
and doorway] 

Lady H. Open Lord Harlekston's letter, Monsieur. 

[Indignantly] You have no longer any right to the 

portrait. [He glares at her and she stops in sheer 

fright. He opens the letter in his hand; half a dozen 

bank-notes flutUr to his feet] 

Enter servant with picture, ^ijzette, following 

Carbouche. [To Suzette] You were not sent 
for — go I 

[Exit Suzette 
Carbouche. [To servant] Put that picture on 
the table — and pick those up. [Pointing to bank- 
notes] 

Servant. [Picking them up] They are bank- 
notes, Monsieur. 

Carbouche. Give them to Miladi Harlekston's 
maid and tell her to take care of them. 

[Exit servant 
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Lady H. \Going towards picture. Carbouche 
stands between her and the table"] What are you 
going to do with it? 

Carbouche. This, Madame. [Puts it on the 
fire ; she goes forward with a cry ; as it blazes up 
he stands aside ; she goes down on her knees ^ and 
with a little cry, as if paralysed, watches it burn, 
then rises to her feet, and scared, choked, but im- 
perious, faces Carbouche] 

Lady H. You have done your worst. Now ex- 
ult in it — fool, coward, ingrate, that you are ! 

Carbouche. Madame ! 

Lady H. You grudged me my triumph and yet 
you owe yours to me. You owe everything to me, 
what you have been, and are, and will be — your 
fame and immortality. 

Carbouche. To you, Madame ! 

Lady H. Yes, to me, to the fact that I treated 
you as I did, that I quickened into life your passion, 
not merely to love, but to work, and to suffer. I 
made you do, and feel, what you never would have 
done and felt if I had been true to you, if I had 
lulled you, rocked you, to mediocrity and imbecility 
in my arms. Coward that you are not to face the 
truth ! Ingrate, not to bless me for the fame that 
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is youTSy not to see that it has been bought with the 
pain it was my pleasure you should suffer. 

Carbouche. [^Opening the double doors and 
bowing ioui] Your carriage waits, Madame la 
Comtesse. 

Lady H. [Scornfully] Yes, my carriage waits, 
Monsieur. 



Curtain. 



v_ 



ACT IV 

THE VICOMTE'S PARTY 

NOTE TO ACT IV 

This Act is taken quickly. The occasional groups in the 
background, the guests who come forward, the distant music, 
etc., all give an impression of festivity. 

The interview between Carbouche and Lady Harlekston 
must distinctly not be sentimental, and only towards the end 
are they betrayed into passionate utterance, as if unwillingly 
across the years they flung their words of explanation at 
each other. 






ACT IV 

THE VICOMTE'S PARTY 

Time. — Thursday night 

Scene. — Salon^ and winter garden beyond^ in Car- 
bouche's house. Among the trees in the winter 
garden there are seats. The foreground is a 
salony very elegant, lighted up, has couches about, 
etc. Doors to right and left leading apparently 
to other rooms. The back of stage opens entirely 
on to winter garden. Laughter and intermit- 
tent talk heard in the distance, music, sing- 
ing, etc, 

\_JVhen the curtain rises the Comtesse 
Benzoni, elderly, is discovered talking 
with the Marquise de BRtMONT, who is 
young and very pretty 
Marquise. The sound of music and laughter in 
this house positively frightens me. 
Comtesse. Why should it? 



y 
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Marquise. Carbouche is hidden in some far 
comer. If he hears us no one knows what may 
happen. 

CoMTESSE. That 's all nonsense, my dear ; after- 
noon callers and newspapers will tell you anything. 

Marquise. Here 's Lord Robert. 

Enter Lord Robert Barkston, a young man. 

Lord R. How do you do, Comtesse? Marquise. 
\Bowif^ 

Marquise. What do you think of Carbouche's 
palace? 

Lord R. Well, 'pon my word ; it 's a good deal 
like other people's houses, after all. Things very 
well done, of course, and rather surprised to find 
themselves being done here. \L00k5 round\ But 
money is getting played out ; every one is up to its 
dodges. 

Enter M* de Guesnet. 

Marquise. M. de Guesnet looks quite frightened. 
\Laughing\ How do you do ? \Shakes hands'\ 

De Guesnet. How do you do. Marquise. \Shak- 
ing hands] The Marquis is not here? 

Marquise. [Laughing] Of course not — / am. 
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[^They aU saunter off towards the trees, 
Madame Berton and Mrs. Stansfield 
entery meeting the Vicomte de Cour- 

VILLE 

Vicomte. Ah Mesdames! \To Mme. Berton] 
But where is Mademoiselle ? 

Madame B. She is in the Indian Salon. 

Vicx)MTE. \To Mrs. S., confidentially^ Madame, 
what has happened to Miladi Harlekston? And 
there is some mystery about the portrait; where 
is it? 

Mrs. S. She has not got it. 

Vicomte. It is not in the studio, and so where 
can it be ? I asked Carbouche, but he glared like a 
tiger. Is she coming here to-night? 

Mrs. S. She said so, but it 's growing late. 

Vicomte. \Thoughtfully and half aside"] There 
has been an incident somewhere. [ Turning to Mme. 
Berton] Shall we join Mademoiselle ? 

[Exeunt Mme. Berton <z«// Vicomte 

Enter Carbouche, weary , erect, and stem ; he looks 
round the salon, then at the winter garden, not 
seeing Mrs. Stansfield, who wanders out of 
sight. 
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Carbouche. [^Grimly] I wonder who all these 
people are? 

Enter servant with a letter. 

Servant. A letter for Monsieur. [Exit 

Carbouche. [Astonished'\ From Madeline ! 

[Reads letter"] " Monsieur de Courville invited me 

to the fete at your house this evening. I am coming, 

and wish to see you for a moment." 

Carbouche. She coming here this evening ! Mon 
Dieu ! she has courage ! Perhaps that is why, even 
when I hate her most, love still waits in the ante- 
room. 

Enter the Vicomte. 

VicoMTE. Carbouche, by all that 's sacred ! 

Carbouche. You wanted me ; and I had a fancy 
to see the woman you desire to marry. [Awk- 
wardly puts oiit his hand. The Vicomte grasps it\ 

Carbouche. [Looking towards the garden be- 
yond] You seem to have found your guests easily. 

Vicomte. Easily, Mon Dieu! I could have 
brought all Paris ! 

Carbouche. Humph ! [Shrugging his shoulders] 
And do you like these people ? 

Vicomte. They amuse me. When the emotions 
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begin to flag we must be amused ; it prevents us 
from growing bitter. 

Carbouche. My friend, I am going to ask you a 
strange question. Do you think that love or re- 
venge is stronger? 

VicoMTE. Sometimes one, sometimes the other. 
They often fight a long duel, as men and women do. 
The strength of revenge generally comes in gusts, 
and leaves a crime behind it. 

Carbouche. Ah ! 

VicoMTE. But cultivate it ; cultivate anything that 
will prevent the virtues from crowding out the pas- 
sions, which are seldom dull and never monotonous. 

Carbouche. I thought you were in love with the 
virtues — this time. 

VicoMTE. I am, and find that they are the snow 
of the human atmosphere ; the passions are the fire ; 
and whether it be fire filched from heaven or hell 
is, after all, a detail. 

Enter Mrs. Stansfield. 

Mrs. S. [To the Vicomte] Can it be Car- 
bouche ? [Vicomte nods\ How picturesque he is ! 

Vicomte. \To Carbouche] This is Mrs. Stans- 
field, — a friend of Lady Harlekston's. 
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Mrs. S. [^Curtseying low'] Monsieur, it has been 
the desire of my life to meet you. 

Carbouche. Evidently, Madame, you keep your 
ambitions well in hand. 

Mrs. S. No — in my heart, Monsieur. 

VicoMTE. [^Asid^ to her] Madame, you should 
have been a Frenchwoman. 

Mrs. S. [^Demurely] Your flattery is always so 
subtle, Monsieur. 

[^Two peopU pass by the salon. They look 
curiously at Carbouche and disappear. 

Carbouche. \To the Vicomte] Is it possible 
that they recognised me? My dress is somewhat 
different from that of your guests. 

Vicomte. 1*11 tell them you are one of your 
own models, — picturesque, but in indigent cir- 
cumstances. They will admire my kindness in 
letting you in. 

Mrs. S. \Laughing] Monsieur ! 

Vicomte. Madame, a facility for lying, kept in 
check by one's conscience, of course, is a most 
convenient possession. 

Mrs. S. \To Carbouche] May I tell you, Mon- 
sieur, how thrilled we are to hear that you have 
painted a portrait of Lady Harlekston? 
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Carbouche. Is she here? 
Mrs. S. Not yet ; she is fatigued^ and coming 
late. 

[Carbouche fums away with a grunt 

Mrs. S. [Aside to the Vicomte] He is a bear, 

but he is a dear, too. I could love him in two 

minutes, and be desperate in ten. It is one of the 

days of my life. 

Vicomte. [With a shade of seriousness'^ It is a 
day in all our lives. 

[Mrs. Stansfield gives him a little nod 
and goes towards music at back of 
stage 
Carbouche. Is your suit progressing? 
Vicomte. I can't get a moment alone with her. 
You'll have .to plead my cause, Carbouche. She 
makes me feel, every time I come into her pres- 
ence, as if I 'd been gently but firmly shot a mile 
off. Women are very perplexing, I wonder why 
God made them. 

[M. Berton is seen in the garden looking 
a little bewildered as if not knowing 
his way. He meets Mrs. Stansfield, 
stops and speaks with her at back of 
stage. 
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Carbouche. Who is this? 

VicoMTE. Berton — the father. I thought Made- 
moiselle might consider it a touching attention if 
I despatched a messenger asking him to meet us 
here. By the way, may I present my relations to 
you? 

Carbouche. You invited them? 

VicoMTE. Of course. Excellent opportunity to 
show them some attention. I wonder sometimes 
why God made relations. I don't mean this non- 
sense, Carbouche ; I *m disappointed and bothered. 
Talk to Mademoiselle for me if you get the chance. 
She might be overpowered at your condescending to 
interfere ; it would serve as a wave, and we 'd ride 
into matrimony on the top of it. [M. Berton ad- 
vances] Ah, Berton, how do you do? 

M. Berton. My dear Monsieur, I was charmed 
to get your invitation. You have achieved a miracle. 

VicoMTE. Quite so. And now let me present 
you to Carbouche. 

M. Berton. \_Astonished, bowing] Monsieur ! 

Carbouche. I have heard of you, Monsieur. You 
are a dreamer and lover of the world. 

Berton. Why not, Monsieur? It is the beautiful 
estate that God has given to each one of us. 
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VicoMTE. A Strictly entailed one. 

M. Berton [continuing] . — to live on and en- 
joy, and to improve if possible, for those who come 
after. 

Carbouche. \Nodding at the guests in the garden] 
Do you think any of those look upon it from that 
point of view ? 

M. Berton. The lovers and workers do, Mon- 
sieur. 

Carbouche. \Aside and comtemptuously to the 
Vicomte] This is the sort of stuff he has taught 
your rival the student. \To M. Berton] Do you 
think. Monsieur, that love and work always win in 
the end ? 

M. Berton. Always, Monsieur. They may seem 
to fail for a time, but it is only while they gather 
strength. 

Carbouche. Monsieur, your dreaming is better 
than our waking. [Carbouche puts his arm on 
M. Berton's, and leads him away] I should like 
some talk with you. 

Vicomte. [Looking after them] It is old Berton 
who has achieved the miracle. 

Enter Gabrielle, astonished^ evidently seeking 

some one. 
9 
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Gabrielle. I am told that my &ther is here. 

VicoMTE. I ventured to invite him as a surprise 
to you, Mademoiselle. 

Gabrielle. It is an unexpected joy. 

VicoMTE. [/« a low voice\ It is a joy to me to 
do anything that pleases you. Mademoiselle. 

Gabrielle. You are very kind, Monsieur, and 
have given us all a great deal of pleasure to-day. 
\Js about to go'\ 

VicoMTE. Listen to me for a moment, Mademoi- 
selle. 

Gabrielle. Not now. Monsieur. 

VicoMTE. [Arresting her ] Mademoiselle, you 
are beautiful, you are charming, and I love you, 
adore you, and lay everything I possess at your 
feet. . 

Gabrielle. Monsieur, it is impossible. 

VicoMTE. Every word you say makes you more 
enchanting, and — 

Gabrielle. Monsieur, will you have the goodness 
to let me pass ? 

Enter Mme. Berton and Mrs. Stansfield and 
then guests as before with others who come 
nearer. 
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Madame B. We were looking for you. \To 
Gabrielle] 

First Guest. Vicomte, you must be the proudest 
man in Paris to-night. 

Vicomte. I never felt less proud in my life. 

Mrs. %. \To the Vicomte] Lady Harlekston 
is not here? 

Vicomte. I have not see her, Madame. 

Second Guest. \To Comtesse Benzoni] Isn't 
it a wonderful place, and wonderful that we should 
be allowed to come? 

Comtesse. I dare say he is very glad to get us here. 

Marquise. If he were, he would cultivate some 
manners. 

Enter Carbouche and M. Berton ; they stand be- 
hind; Cabbovchs. looks pleased and grim. The 
speakers of course do not recognise or even 
notice him. 

Second Guest. He turned my cousin, the Prince 
de Laski, out of his studio a year ago, and would n't 
sell him a picture at any price. 

Comtesse. Probably thinks it shows a fine in- 
dependence to be rude to his betters. People of 
his class often do — it is one of their best tricks. 
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[Gabrielle makes a sign of indignation. 

She of course does not know that Car- 

BOUCHE is present 

Marquise. [Laughing"] I sent him a fan to sign 

last Tuesday, the veritable bear ! And he refused. 

It was in the cause of Charity, too ! I tried to get 

it in, but his servant laughed at me. 

Lord R. A chap who was once a beggar ! — 
hadn't a penny. Wish I had his wealth. 

A Guest. [Smart and vu^ar] He must ap- 
preciate it so much, being a nobody. 
De Guesnet. Of course he does. 
Gabrielle. [Coming forward impulsively] He 
must appreciate it so much, Madame, because all 
this has been brought together by his genius. 

[Mme. Berton exclaims^ " My dear Gabri- 
elle ! " and the guests look up in sur- 
prise 
[Continuing] It is the world's payment to him 
for all he has given it. The people who are bom 
to wealth and idleness must be ashamed sometimes 
when they think of how much the great do for 
them. 

A Guest. The great, Mademoiselle ? 
Gabrielle. Yes, Madame, the men like Car- 
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bouche put things into the world that make it 
better, or more beautiful. They are the great, they 
are the salt of the earth. 
Lord R. By Jove I 

De Guesnet. Makes one feel as if one — well, I 
don't know — 

[M. Berton goes forward to listen to his 
daughter^ and looks at her with a radi- 
ant face. 
VicoMTE. \Aside to Carbouche] Mon Dieu ! 
she talks like an agitator. \He crosses to Mrs. 
Stansfield] 

\The guests laugh and whisper a little. 
Lord R. \To the Marquise] Let us go and 
look at the pictures. \Looks back at Gabrielle as 
he goes out"] 

Marquise. [ On her way out, stopping by Gabri- 
elle and putting her hand on her arm'] You are 
quite right — you are delicious, and you have the 
heart of a little soldier. 

\Exeunt guests 

\There are left on the stage M. and Mme. 

Berton, Gabrielle, Carbouche, Mrs. 

Stansfield, and the Vicomte. Madame 

B. is evidently scolding Gabrielle 
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VicoMTE. {^To Mrs. Stansheld] I repeat, 
Madame, that your nationality should have been 
the same as mine. 

Mks. S. It is too late to rectify the mistake, I 
fear. 

VicoMTE. [Sauntering away with her\ Are you 
sure? 

Mrs. S. [Demurely] This is an age of resource, 
of course. 

[Exit with the Vicomte 
[Gabrielle has been standing with her 
mother^ who is obviously angry. She 
suddenly sees her father and goes for- 
ward with a cry of joy. 
Gabrielle. You have come ! 
M. Berton. [Takes her hand and turning to 
Carbouche] My child, this is the great painter in 
whose house we are. 

Gabrielle. [Clasping her hands in surprise ^ 
curtseying"] Monsieur. 

Madame B. The Vicomte told me in confidence 
that you were here, Monsieur, but did not wish it to 
be known ; so I did not venture to speak to you ; 
now I may tell you all we feel. 

Carbouche. I beg you will not attempt it. 
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Madame. I wish to thank your daughter for her 
eloquence. Would you allow me to have a little 
talk with her? 

Gabrielle. With me, Monsieur? [As^nishei/] 

\The Bertons draw back 

Madame B. \A5 she retreats, to her husbancf] I 
am glad that he should talk to Gabrielle, but young 
people get everything nowadays. 

[Exeunt M. and Mme. Berton 
[Carbouche and Gabrielle are left alone. 
They sit down 

Carbouche. Mademoiselle, there is a cause I 
wish to plead with you. 

Gabrielle. And I, Monsieur, if I can find words 
to say, have one to plead with you. 

Carbouche. Mine is the suit of my good friend, 
the Vicomte de Courville. 

Gabrielle. Monsieur — 

Carbouche. To your 'youthful eyes he may seem 
old, but he is well-born, kind-hearted, and a brave 
man. 

Gabrielle. This cannot be an3rthing to me. 
Monsieur. 

Carbouche. And he is rich. \Watches her 
closely] He has a chateau at St. Germain, a 
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house in Paris, — a better one than this, — a villa at 
Nice. He would give you diamonds of the purest 
and largest, rank, wealth, powec 

Gabrielle. I would rather die than possess them 
at the price at which they are offered to me. 

Carbouche. You surprise me, Mademoiselle. 
What is your desire in Ufe? 

Gabrielle. I will tell you. Monsieur; but first 
[J>assionateiy'\, since you have spoken, let me plead 
my cause. It is that of a student. 

Carbouche. One moment. [Rings the beU\ 

Enter servant; Carbouche speaks to him aside, 

[Exit servant 

Carbouche. [To Gabrielle] And what of the 
student. Mademoiselle? 

Gabrielle. He is well-born too. He is poor 
but he is young, and he has genius. 

Carbouche. How do you know? 

Gabrielle. Love and genius are divine. 

Carbouche. Ah ! he has love too ? 

Gabrielle. [Shyly but firmly'] He has my love, 
Monsieur ; [shyly] and he has given me his. 

Carbouche. And what have I to do with 
this? 
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Enter Gaston. He comes slowly up the winter 
garden and stops unseen by Gabrielle; Car- 
BOUCHE makes a sign to him 

Gabrielle. I want you to help him, Monsieur. 

Carbouche. [^With a grim yet kindly smile'] What 
help can /give him, Mademoiselle? 

Gabrielle. If you would see his work and tell 
him the good in it — and the bad — if you would 
give him the strength of your encouragement, the 
nourishment of your approval. Think what it would 
be to him ! 

Carbouche. You speak well. 

Gabrielle. My mother's countrywomen are al- 
lowed to speak, — she is English, though my father 
is French. 

Carbouche. Ah ! I had forgotten. You have the 
courage of your mothe r's people, and the passion of 
your father's. Mademoiselle, genius does best when 
it journeys alone. No woman yet has helped a man 
to the highest goal except by making herself unat- 
tainable, or by betraying him. \_Hesi tales'] It is 
strange by what broken and tortuous steps the- 
heights are often reached. This truth has been 
brought home to me to-day. Are you betrothed to 
this student ? 
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Gabrielle. NO) Monsieur; my mother has re- 
fused to give her consent until he can show that he 
has a future. 

Carbouche. Give him up. Do him the greatest 
service of all; make him suffer. On love and 
suffering genius is nourished, not on love and happi- 
ness. Let him go ! Gratify your mother by making 
a brilliant marriage, and a worthy man happy. And 
I will take the student under my care. 

Gabrielle. [Astonished'] You, Monsieur ! Oh, 
I cannot. 

Carbouche. He shall come to my studio and live 
in my house ; anything I have to give shall be his. 
I am alone in the world. This boy might care for 
me. His history is what mine has been ; it only 
needs a woman's forgetfulness and a man's friend- 
ship, to complete the likeness. These were my por- 
tions — let them be his, and great fame, and greater 
fortune too shall be his. 

Gabrielle. [Passionately] Master, I cannot. 

Carbouche. Not to see him famous, and all things 
within his reach — save only your love and the mak- 
ing of your happiness ? 

[Gaston comes forward indignantly^ but 
Carbouche waves him back 
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Gabrielle. [/« a law voice] If by doing so I 
shall win all you say for him, Master, I will give 
him up. 

Carbouche. And marry M. le Vicomte? 

Gabrielle. [Indignantly] No, Monsieur, I will 
go into a convent, but I will never marry any one if 
I cannot marry Gaston. 

Carbouche. You never shall. Mademoiselle. If 
you will permit me to have the honour, I will take 
it upon myself to ask Madame your mother to con- 
sent to your betrothal. 

Gabrielle. [Bewildered] You, Monsieur ! 

[Gaston comes forward and they turn to 
each other, 

Gabrielle. Gaston! [Ti? Carbouche] You did 
not mean it. I felt, and knew it, Gaston. 

Gaston. Master 1 

Carbouche. [^/^y^] Mademoiselle, Gaston will 
permit me. [Kisses her forehead] You two shall 
be my children. [Looks at him in silence^ then 
turns away and says aside] The story is the same, 
but the end will be different. 

[Exeunt Gaston and Gabrielle 

Enter the Vicomte ; he looks after Gaston and 
Gabrielle and turns to Carbouche. 
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Carbouche. My friend, I have a confession to 
make. I talked to Mademoiselle, but proved my- 
self a traitor. 

VicoMTE. I forgive you, my dear Carbouche. 
She frightened me just now. If a woman has 
opinions of her own, you never know what she will 
do. She might end by taking part in a revolution, 
or the confiscation of one's property. I am begin- 
ning to think that she is admirably adapted for the 
student. 

Carbouche. She is precisely of your opinion. 
But what will the chateau at St. Germain, the house 
in Paris, and the villa at Nice do without a mistress ? 

VicoMTE. They will be attended to, but from 
another point of view. 

Carbouche. [Shaking his head'\ You were 
always a weathercock. 

Vicomte. a weathercock has my sincere admira- 
tion, it sees from four different points of view ; one 
would be as fatal to it as it is to a human being. 
But to return to Mademoiselle. She is a little too 
unworldly. At our time of life unmitigated virtue, 
unless it is tempered by experience, out of which 
it has ridden amused but triumphant, is apt to bore 
one. I mistrust women who are not young, as a 
rule ; but I have met the exception. 
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Carbouche. Ah ! [-4 grunt] Who is she ? 

VicoMTE. A widow, as every marriageable woman 
over thirty is bound to be, — a friend of Lady Har- 
lekston. The devil is in her, I suspect, but a demure 
variety of it that will amuse me and prevent her 
from compromising herself. Carbouche, you seem 
to have transfixed Miladi Harlekston with that 
portrait. People are going and she has not come. 

Carbouche. She dare not come. [ Vehemently] 

VicOMTE. [Astonished] Dare not? 

Enter the Comtesse Benzoni and the Marquise de 
Br^mont. The Vicomte goes forward. Re- 
enter M. and Mme. Berton. Enter Gabrielle 
and Gaston from another point. 

Comtesse. \Taking leave] It has been a wonder- 
ful evening, and I shall be eternally grateful to you. 

Vicomte. Not eternally, Madame, I entreat. 
Consider the monotony. 

Comtesse. Never serious, Monsieur. 

\_Exit the Comtesse Benzoni 

Marquise. Good-night ; it has been heavenly. 

Vicomte. Madame, of that I am no judge. 

\Exeunt the Vicomte and the Marquise 

Madame B. \To Carbouche] Monsieur, it is 
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time that we departed. [Stops in surprise, looks 
towards doorway. 

Enter Lady Harlekston with the Vicomte. She 
is in evening dress, has on a long satin cloak 
thrown back ; she looks radiant, half frightened, 
and the least bit amused. 

Lady H. [Breathlessly, to the Vicxdmte] Yes, I 
know, but it was impossible to come before. [Looks 
round"] How lovely it all is ! 

Carbouche. [ fVho has drawn back] She looks 
quite different, she is beautiful; am — I — mad? 
She is young and beautiful. 

Lady H. [Turning to Mme. Berton] How do 
you do? M. Berton, I am delighted to meet you 
again. You are all returning with me, I hope, to 
the hotel. I understood that Carbouche only ex- 
pected us here for a little while. Ah ! [Suddenly 
perceiving him] Monsieur, I have come to do 
homage to you. [Curtseys] 

Carbouche. [Sternly] An unnecessary honour, 
Madame. [ They stand facing each other in silence.] 

Enter Gaston and Gabrielle, who advance a step 
and look on for a moment in wonder. 

Lady H. Oh ! [ With a half pathetic shrug. 
An awkward pause] 
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VicOMTE. [71? Mme. Berton] The hospitable 
master has provided all manner of delicacies in the 
farther room. Monsieur will, I am sure, conduct 
you to them. [Holds out his hand to Gaston] In 
the future we are going to be friends. 

[Gaston looks at him for a moment and 
grasps his hand. Exit Gaston with 
Mme. Berton 
Carbouche. \To Lady H.] You would like to 
follow your friends, Madame ? 

Lady H. [ Quickly\ No ! — not yet. 

\jExeunt M, Berton and Gabrielle to- 
gether 
VicoMTE. \Aside to Mrs. Stansfield] My in- 
stinct tells me that these two are enemies — or 
lovers. 

Mrs. S. It is sometimes difficult to tell one from 
the other. 

Vicomte. And either are better alone — 

\_Exeunt 
[Thus Carbouche and Lady Harlekston 
are left alone on the stage 
Lady H. [Turning quickly to dpcsi^oxiQw^ You 
wonder that I come ? 

Carbouche. I wonder at nothing, Madame. 
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Lady H. All is fair in love and war. You chose 
to make it war, and I was the conqueror — 

Carbouche. [Hard and repellent] Naturally, 
Madame. I offer you my congratulations — and 
apologies for not allowing your triumph to last. 

Lady H. Oh, that tone again ! It has beaten on 
my heart these three days — the death knell of any 
vanity that made me think that once you had 
loved me. But if you had, the years would only 
have been a little mist — through them you would 
have seen still the face of my youth — 

Carbouche. May I inquire why you came ? Was 
it because you wished to obtain a flattering portrait 
of yourself? 

Lady H. I came — because — because [with a 
gasp] — I wanted to see you again. I was false to 
you once — lied to you — tricked you, then too — 
treated you shamefully — I know it; but when I 
saw all that wealth could do, I was afraid to face 
poverty and struggle, cold and hunger perhaps, with 
a student whose possibilities I was not clever 
enough to recognise. Love was not enough. 

Carbouche. You had prudence beyond your 
years, Madame. 

Lady H. But I am a worldling. Just as you are a 
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painter and belong to Art, so am I a worldling 
belonging to the world, loving ease and luxury, 
jewels and flattery, and not able to do without 
them — 

Carbouche. Your defence is admirable, Madame. 
Lady H. Ah ! [Stung by his tone] So I was 
^^ ' false to you. But in my heart there has stayed al- 

^ ways a remembrance — a longing to clasp your hand 

^^ vOnce more — to possess something that you had 

^ done — to see you, to be with you for just one 

hour. I had no idea of gratifying my vanity till 
you had wounded it. Why did you hate me so? 
[ With a break in her voice] 
Carbouche. [Suddenly in a different tone] Be- 
^ cause I had loved you so; a depth is reached from a 

to height, and one is measured by the other. 

Lady H. [Passionately — as if she had not heard 
I hiin] How could I take the picture back, with its 

^ cruel testimony to the years, to all I had suffered — 

i to all the black possibilities in my nature? Do you 

5r think I have not dreaded seeing my beauty go? 

[Desperately] Sometimes I have even rouged my 
If face. I did when I came to you ; I wanted you to 

think me beautiful stilL But a woman's craving for 
% admiration is not always vanity. It is sometimes 
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the expression of her hunger for a love she cannot 
bear to think is gone. 

Carbouche. Why do you say all this to me now ? 

Lady H. Because I want you to understand. If 
you had softened to me a little sooner, I would have 
told you that there were days when I had gone 
back to the woodshed at Pecq, in my thoughts — 

Carbouche. Ah ! 

Lady H. — or lingered under the trees at Marly. 
But you were so hard [shudders] so determined to 
have your revenge [scornfully. With a change of 
manner] In every nature a little fiend lies sleeping, 
in case there are wicked deeds to do, perhaps. You 
roused the one in mine — you saw it looking from 
my eyes. But [softening] I am ashamed, and want 
you to forgive me. 

Carbouche. And having fooled me to the top of 
my bent once more, you meant to depart satisfied ? 

Lady H. I told you that revenge was sometimes 
as sweet as love; when the chance came, I could 
not resist it. 

Carbouche. Nor I, Madame, but you had yours 
after mine, in your parting words this afternoon; 
and there was truth in them. 

Lady H. [Creeping up to him] Oh, forgive me, 
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forgive me. I will stay in Paris^ and you shall paint my 
portrait again — as you have seen me all those days 
— just so, Henri; you shall put the false colour on 
my face. There is none there now ; this is only the 
burning of shame. And the expression in the eyes, 
and the hardness to the mouth — you shall put in 
that too. And then, for my sore punishment, I will 
look at it and think, " This is how my lover of St. 
Germain remembers me ; " and I will show it to 
any one who cares for me, and say, " This is how 
the woman you think beautiful looks to the eyes 
that are not blinded." 

Carbouche. [Softening] Would you fool me 
again? 

Lady H. Fool you ? [Humbly] I would say to 
you now what you asked me to say just once this 
afternoon, before you burnt my picture — before I was 
staggered — maddened. 

Carbouche. [Amazed and ovetjoyecT] Madeline ! 
— I was mad ; and yet — yet — you have been the 
one woman in my life — you and no other — for hate 
or love, whether we be together or apart. Since we 
talk of revenge to each other, let this knowledge be 
your revenge for the pain that I have given you. 

Lady H. I thank God for it ! [ With sudden pas- 
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sufTt] It has brought me this hour. [A pause. She 
holds out her hands to him\ And in the future — is 
it possible we should be friends? 

Carbouche. [Shaking his head'\ Friendship is 
a neutral land we should never reach. But actual 
meeting is a little events and does not always hold 
a joy in it. [Half aside"] That old botanist who 
is here to-night would say that love has won its 
victory. 

Lady H. [Looking towards the garden"] They 
are coming. Hark ! [As the Vintage Song is heard\ 
They are playing it again. Let me go — let me go. 
Tell them they must follow me. 

[While she is speakings they turn to leave 
the salon. She hesitates a moment^ looks 
back and cries passionately 
Oh, shall I ever cross your threshold more ? 

Carbouche. You will never cross outwards the 
grim threshold of my heart, in which I keep you 
barred and bolted, a prisoner forever. 

Lady H. [Stops as the visitors vanish again in 
the distance, and says in the quick, passionate voice in 
which she has spoken before] Oh ! but if you say 
that, why cannot we be friends ? You must see ! — 
and know what is in my heart. Is it not possible 
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to — to forget all the years in which we have been 
separated ? 

Carbouche. [^Astonished and doubting again'] 
But there is your — husband. 

Lady H. \Half weepings half laughing] You 
don't understand. My husband died four years ago. 
He was an old man, Henri, — a widower when I mar- 
ried him. I saw you had made that mistake, but — 
Carbouche. But Lord Harlekston? 
Lady H. Lord Harlekston is my step-son. Older 
than I am, too, and — he never called me mother. 
[Half pathetic and half droUy holding out her 
hands passionately] Am I to go — am I to go ? 

Carbouche. I am dazed — Wait ! 
Enter the Vicomte and Mrs. Stansfield. They 
both look significantly at Carbouche and Lady 
H. Mrs. Stansfield makes a little sign to the 
Vicomte showing that she understands the situ- 
ation. Carbouche steps back awkwardly and 
Lady H. tries to be composed, but is not able to 
hide her impatience. 
Lady H. My friends, will you go back to the hotel ? 
I will follow you immediately. 

Mrs. S. Of course. [Curtsies to Carbouche] Au 
revoir. Monsieur. 
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[^Exit. VicoMTE is about to follow lur 
when Carbouche arrests him 

Carbouche. I want you for a moment^ Courville. 
[VicOMTE hesitateSy comes forward with 
Carbouche. Stops before Lady H. 

Carbouche. [ Continues'] I — I want you to 
know that we are old Mends. 

VicoMTE. I feel sure of it. 

Carbouche. [^Grim^ ashamed, happy] You told 
me that the chiteau at St. Germain, the house in 
Paris, and the villa at Nice, seemed a little silent 
and dissatisfied. 

VicoMTE. They are about to be appeased. This 
house, my dear Carbouche, has suffered from the 
same complaint. Is it also to be appeased? 

Carbouche. [With a little nod] Did you know 
that Lord Harlekston was — 

Vicomte. Of course. I saw you had made a 
mistake. But it 's unbelievable ! [Bo7vs to them 
in turn, and says laughingly, with mock deference] 
Monsieur et Madame. 

Carbouche. [With a burlesque of his former 
grimness] Go ! [The Vicomte bows low and 
goes. Lady H. and Carbouche left alone regard 
each o^r awkwardly] 
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Lady H. My lover — grown famous ! [^27Uy get 
near together^ 

Carbouche. If I were not famous? 

Lady H. I might have missed this. I am a 
worldling, as I told you just now. \Tenderly\ But 
I love you, I love you ! And if I am worldly, I 
am human ; if I am old \jhe makes a tragic little 
moue ; he shakes his head'\ , my heart is young ; it 
is singing for joy now, like a girPs. You don't 
understand — but no man does — the contradictions 
in a woman. 

Carbouche. Old and young, sweet and cruel — 
and no man understands. [Bends over her hands'^ 

Curtain. 
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